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God  has  set  two  angels  to  watch 
alternately  at  the  portals  of  our 
life — Joy  and  Pain.  The  one  with 
radiant  face  so  easily  stained  by 
tears;  the  other  with  sad  drawn  vis- 
age, yet  from  which  often  shines  the 
light  of  most  glorious  happiness.  He 
who  looks  deeply  into  the  mystery 
of  life  finds  that  these  two  are 
one,  and,  rightly  comprehending  this 
truth,  is  guided  by  neither,  but  rests 
eternally  under  the  sheltering  wings 
of  Peace. 


When  in  doubt  as  to  duty  you 
choose  renunciation  and  self-sacri- 
fice, you  may  be  sure  you  are  not 
far  wrong. 


In  answer  to  your  question:  the 
man  who  succeeded  in  neither  loving 
nor  loathing  "any  person,  place, 
thing,  or  condition,"  would  have 
killed  in  himself  the  very  forces  by 
whose  help  alone  he  could  hope  to 
succeed  on  any  path,  save  of  black 
magic  The  loathing  for  sin  and 
evil,  softened  by  profound  compas- 
sion for  the  sinner,  is  a  feeling  es- 
sential to  progress;  and  the  love 
which  impels  to  absolute  self-for- 
getfulness,  and  constant  desire  for 
the  happiness  and  elevation  of  all 
about  us,  individually  and  collec- 
tively, is  the  highest  impelling  force 
we  have — the  essence  of  which  is 
the  Highest,  Itself. 

Impersonality  is  not  the  cold  ab- 
straction so  many  take  it  for, — and 
acting  on,  numb  the  very  faculties 
most  needed  for  their  inner  and 
outer  growth  and  work.  No  more 
fatal  mistake  could  be  made.  They 
have  sadly  misread  their  Light  on 
the  Path  and  Voice  of  the  Silence. 
Utterly  forgetful  of  self  and  all 
personal  advancement,  careless  of 
results,  we  must  be  filled  with   an 
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intense  desire  that  good  should  be 
accomplished.  From  love  of  the 
home  circle  the  advancing  occultist 
broadens  into  love  of  the  whole 
world;  from  a  loathing  of  sin  and 
evil  in  his  own  heart,  he  learns  truly 
to  loath  it  without,  and  to  give  his 
life  to  relieving  others  from  its 
thraldom. 

All  loving,  unselfish  thought  ex- 
pended, returns  as  inspiration, — in- 
spiration to  higher  and  better  work, 
to  a  larger  devotion,  so  that  our 
"strong  desire  will  strike  like  Vul- 
can upon  other  hearts  in  the  world." 
Oh!  if  we  could  only  understand 
the  need  there  is  today  for  this 
forceful  outgoing  and  outgiving  in 
the  world. 
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On  the  vast  bosom  of  the  "sorrow- 
less  eternily,"  rest  thou  therefore  all 
thy  pain  and  care.  There,  is  a 
serener  atmosphere,  where  the  jar 
and  fret  of  daily  life,  the  burden  of 
the  years,  the  grief  of  loss  and  es- 
trangement— all  may  be  forgotten; 
the  "grave  swallowed  up  in  vic- 
tory," the  true  resurrection  of  the 
soul.  There  thou  wilt  find  the  com- 
panionship of  the  greatest  and  the 
wisest,  the  compassionate,  the  true, 
of  all  ages  and  all  times.  For  in 
eternity  time  is  not.  The  shadow 
falls  not  on  the  dial.  In  eternity 
thou  dost  truly  live;  neither  past 
nor  present  nor  future  concerns  thee, 
neither  birth  nor  decay,  nor  any 
mutation  whatever.  It  remains  but 
for  thy  mind  to  realize  this  existence 
of  the  soul ;  to  see  through  and  be- 
yond the  veils  of  fancy,  bright  and 
dark  of  hue,  which  hide  the  inner 
shrine  of  truth. 

There  in  unclouded  calm  the  spirit 
ever  dwells,  watching  the  mighty 
pageant  of  the  universe,  and  seeing 
all  things  tend  to  beauty  and  to 
law.  Therefore  no  room  can  be 
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within  thy  heart  for  fear  or  doubt 
to  enter.  Serene  thou  must  remain 
amid  all  time's  illusions,  and  thy 
mind's  part  therein.  Wherefore  the 
sorrow  of  today  ?  Tomorrow 
mends  it.  Whatever  trembling  hu- 
man flesh  may  bear,  the  great  law 
of  compassion  notes  and  recom- 
penses all. 

Draw  from  all  this  a  strength  di- 
vine, beyond  all  human  strength; 
sufficient  for  the  needs  of  every  day, 
sufficient  for  the  hearts  and  souls  of 
men ;  those  thou  canst  reach  and 
succour. 

Spread  wide  a  gospel  of  divine 
serenity,  the  gospel  of  the  "sorrow- 
less  eternity,"  which  is  not  a  fu- 
ture bliss,  but  the  ever  present  Now, 
and  find  a  comfort  for  thy  soul. 
And  in  the  mystic  silences,  where 
all  is  lost  save  consciousness,  the 
gods  themselves  shall  be  thy  friends, 
and  thou  shalt  commune  with  them 
heart  to   heart. 
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You  ask — "Does  duty  consist  in 
obeying  one's  nature,  or  in  conquer- 
ing it?"  I  should  say  that  duty  con- 
sisted in  neither  one  course  nor  the 
other.  The  first  alternative  offered 
by  the  question  is  easily  disposed 
of.  If  a  man  "conquers"  his  nature, 
what  has  he  then  left  with  which 
to  accomplish?  He  would  cease  to 
possess  either  force  or  power,  and 
the  ability  to  rise  would  therefore 
no  longer  be  his.  On  the  other  hand, 
obedience  to  nature  should  be  for 
the  soul  that  has  attained,  the  Mas- 
ter; or  by  the  man  only  in  so  far 
as  he  knoivs  his  nature, — and  how 
many  know  this?  We  are  all  more 
or  less  beclouded  by  the  mists  of 
personality  ;  we  have  few  of  us  dis- 
covered what  we  really  are;  and 
that,  I  should  say,  was  the  way  duty 
lay  for  the  great  majority, — in  the 
effort  to  discover  themselves. 

Generally  speaking,  we  find  two 
classes  of  forces  in  people  today;  the 
permanent  and  the  impermanent. 
All  that  pertains  to  the  lower  side 
of  life,  that  has  the  unqualified 
downward    tendency,    is    invariably 
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impermanent;  and  such  cannot  be- 
long to  our  nature,  which  is  soul, 
not  matter.  All  that  is  high  and 
good  and  of  upward  tendency,  on 
the  other  hand,  belongs  to  the  per- 
manent and  therefore  is  of  the  soul. 
But  here  the  man,  feeling  his  way, 
finds  a  new  difficulty  confronting 
him  in  the  fact  that  each  soul  has  its 
individual  expression;  and  that  this, 
at  his  peril,  he  may  not  disregard, 
for  fear  of  missing  the  real  purpose 
of  his  life.  We  have  some  general 
guides  here.  It  is  said  that  the  dis- 
ciple must  "desire  possessions  above 
all,"  but  it  is  added,  "those  pos- 
sessions must  belong  to  the  pure  soul 
only,  and  be  possessed  therefore  by 
all  pure  souls  equally,  and  thus  be 
the  especial  property  of  the  whole 
only  when  united;"  for  the  "united 
spirit  of  life,"  we  are  told,  is  our 
•'only  true  self."  Also,  somewhat 
further  on,  it  is  stated  that  "the 
ivhoie  nature  of  the  man  must  be 
used  wisely  by  the  one  who  desires 
to  enter  the  way."  One  might  quote 
Liffht  on  the  Path  ad  infinitum  on 
this  subject,  for  it  outlines  the  whole 
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process  in  phrases  simple  as  a 
child's,  but  with  profound  depths  of 
meaning. 

Therefore,  I  should  say  that  the 
disciple  must  study  his  nature ;  must 
patiently  and  laboriously,  life  af- 
ter life,  select  and  cull  amongst  the 
varying  and  ever-changing  forces 
he  finds  at  work  in  him,  until  as 
the  result  of  almost  endless  experi- 
ment and  test,  he  finds  unmistakably 
those  which  really  belong  to  his 
being;  and  having  woven  therefrom 
an  expression  of  his  true  self  which 
he  may  confidently  call  his  "nature," 
he  thereupon  obeys  it  as  the  essen- 
tial and  fundamental  law  of  his  be- 
ing. 
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Wherefore  go  ye  forth  to  seek 
that  which  is  within?  Wherefore 
look  for  dawn  upon  the  eastern 
sky  rather  than  upon  the  lintels  of 
the  heart?  Behold  the  truth,  for- 
ever new,  yet  ancient  as  the  days. 
Folded  within  the  heart  of  man  the 
mystery  lies, — the  mystery  of  life 
and  immortality. 

Seek  there  the  Path,  oh!  disciple, 
and  thus  the  inner  life  is  found. 
I  marvel  only  that  you  have  not 
found  it  sooner,  so  often  have  you 
thought  upon  it,  so  often  have  its 
power  and  beauty  been  explained. 
Is  it  that  the  eyes  are  blinded  by 
material  life,  the  ears  still  deaf- 
ened with  its  clamour,  so  that  the 
things  of  spirit  are  sensed  as  from 
afar,  and  mingled  with  the  tumult  of 
the   senses   nearer   by? 

Lo!  the  soul,  though  stirring  in 
its  sleep,  still  slumbers  on.  But  the 
guardians  stand  and  watch,  their 
torches  lighted,  for  the  hour  must 
strike;  to  each  soul  the  moment  of 
awakening  come. 

Yet  there  are  those  who  long  to 
haste   that   hour,   seeing   the   sorrow 
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and  the  pain  of  life,  and  whose 
ringing  words  of  reveille  vibrate 
through  the  centuries  and  stir  today 
to  quicker  pulsing  some  of  these 
same  sleeping  hearts.  For  the  inner 
life  is  there;  and  living  only  is, 
for  those  who  know  it. 
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When  the  great  power  of  eternal 
love  touches  the  human  heart,  it 
quivers  its  response,  and  from  that 
day  the  man  is  a  different  being, 
however  it  may  seem.  Old  ideals 
will  pass  and  new  ones  take  their 
place.  Gradual  the  change,  per- 
haps, but  sure ;  for  however  the  soul 
may  wander, — however  rebellious 
and  defiant,  at  some  future  day  the 
light  will  burst  forth  and  claim  its 
own. 

Strive  you,  therefore,  to  reach  the 
hearts  and  souls  of  all  by  this  di- 
vine power,  which  in  some  distant 
time  will  eflFect  its  purpose;  distil- 
ling from  the  bitter  sorrow  in  your 
heart  that  elixir  of  love,  which, 
building  first  the  vesture  of  your 
soul,  acts  as  the  wine  of  life  to 
other  souls,  feeding  the  hungry  and 
assuaging  thirst. 

And  in  the  centuries  to  come  man- 
kind will  light  their  fires  from  the 
torch  you  hold  today. 
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WouLDST  thou  bound  the  boundless, 

Set  linnits  to  the  infinite, 
Or  seek  to  hold  within  the  measure 

of  thy  cup 
The  waters  of  the  Whole? 
Desist,  O  Lanoo! 
Such  is  not  the  teaching  of  the  wise. 
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There  are  times  and  seasons  in  life 
when  the  great  tide  of  opportunity 
rolls  some  coveted  prize  to  our  feet, 
and  if  we  are  alert  and  attentive  at 
the  moment,  we  perceive  it,  and  our 
immediate  goal  is  won. 

It  behooves  the  would-be  occultist 
to  remember  that  each  day  of  his 
life,  each  rounded  circle  from  wak- 
ing to  sleeping  and  from  sleeping 
to  waking  again,  brings  a  gift  which 
it  is  his  to  take  for  the  perceiving, 
and  whose  particular  loss  is  irreme- 
diable once  the  ebb  has  borne  it 
away.  Could  this  idea  be  sufficient- 
ly impressed  upon  the  mind  it  would 
invest  daily  living  with  a  dignity 
and  poise  rarely  found,  and  enrich 
the  most  trivial  occurrences  with 
significance  and  purpose.  Moreover, 
coherence  would  result,  for  each  of 
these  "gifts,"  if  carefully  gathered, 
would  be  found  to  fit  one  into  the 
other,  and  to  contain  the  key  to  sur- 
rounding perplexities,  or  the  balm 
for  burdens  and  sorrows.  It  would 
then  become  impossible  to  hasten 
through  one  hour  in  anticipation  of 
the  next,  for  we  would  not  dare  to 
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lose  an  instant  whose  passage  might 
contain  the  object  of  our  search;  and 
so  the  "icilling  of  time"  as  you 
phrase  it,  would  appear  for  the 
ghastly  travesty  it  is,  since  at  those 
periods  time  in  truth  is  devouring 
us  while  robbing  us  of  our  best  pos- 
sessions. 
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In  all  lives  there  are  periods  of  si- 
lence, when  the  hands  lie  idle,  the 
brain  seems  numb.  We  are  wise 
then  to  remember  Nature's  lesson  of 
seed  time  and  harvest,  and  to  await 
in  quiet  patience  the  reaping  of  that 
which,  in  hidden  growth,  is  secretly 
progressing  towards  fruition.  Wise- 
ly, also,  we  shall  treasure  in  our 
heart  of  hearts  an  abounding  trust. 
I  fancy  that  in  the  days  to  come, 
when  increased  wisdom  and  the 
ripeness  of  the  years  have  endowed 
us  with  farther  and  keener  vision, 
we  may  look  back  upon  these  cycles 
which  so  tried  our  inexperience,  and 
find  them  to  have  been  our  golden 
moments,  productive  of  all  of  value 
in  our  active  years. 
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The  light  that  shines  on  thee,  shines 
from  the  Master's  face.  If  thou 
thinkest  it  possible  for  the  light  to 
shine  on  thee  direct,  thou  art  de- 
ceived. 

Who  art  thou,  O  worm,  to  per- 
ceive that  light  thyself;  or,  perceiv- 
ing, to  endure  its  beams  and  live? 

Encased  in  matter,  wrapped  round 
by  emotion,  swathed  in  illusion, 
drugged  by  sensual  dreams,  what 
ray  could  reach  thy  dungeon? 

Lo!  the  Master  enters.  He  touches 
thee ;  thou  stirrest  in  thy  sleep ;  thou 
openest  feeble  eyes.  He  shades  the 
light,  making  it  possible  for  thee 
to  see. 

The  murmur  of  his  voice  gives 
thee  the  power  to  endure  the  silence. 
Thou  canst  not  hear  it,  but  were  it 
to  cease  speaking  for  an  instant, 
that   instant   were   thy   death. 

Arise  and  make  obeisance.  Blind 
and  deaf  and  dumb,  yet  stammer  out 
thy  gratitude  and  strive  to  do  his 
bidding. 
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In  considering  the  admonitions  con- 
tained in  Christ's  Sermon  on  the 
Mount,  it  has  always  seemed  to  me 
essential  to  bear  in  mind  the  fact 
that  he  was  addressing  not  the 
"multitude,"   but   his   own    disciples. 

The  rule  of  life  laid  down  by 
Jesus  was  undoubtedly  intended  to 
be  for  the  immediate  and  daily  prac- 
tice of  his  followers;  while  to  the 
ordinary  man  of  the  world,  of  that 
day  as  well  as  of  our  own,  it  was 
to  serve  as  an  ideal  towards  which 
he  was  to  strive,  but  whose  prac- 
tical realization  would  only  become 
possible  when  the  call,  "Follow  me," 
had  been  literally  obeyed. 

For  him  who  has  forsaken  all, 
and  has  taken  up  his  cross  to  follow 
the  Master,  resistance  of  any  kind 
is  impossible.  As  it  is  said  in  Light 
on  the  Path,  "From  that  ceremony 
he  returns  into  the  world  as  help- 
less, as  unprotected,  as  a  new-born 
child — ."  "All  weapons  of  defence 
and  offence  are  given  up;  all  weap- 
ons of  mind  and  heart  and  brain 
and  spirit.  Never  again  can  an- 
other man  be  regarded  as  a  person 
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who  can  be  criticised  or  condemned ; 
never  again  can  the  neophyte  raise 
his  voice  in  self-defence  or  excuse." 
Therefore  it  is  not  merely  that  he 
may  not  resist  evil  (an  admonition 
of  the  first  degree),  but  that  it  be- 
comes out  of  the  question  for  him 
to  do  so,  in  the  mere  fact  of  his 
having  "lost  the  power  to  wound" 
or  passed  the  initiation  of  the  third 
degree. 

But  again  it  must  be  repeated, 
these  rules  are  for  disciples — to  no 
one  else  are  they  of  any  use.  "To 
all  who  are  interested  seriously  in 
Occultism,"  we  may  say,  "take 
knowledge,"  —  knowledge  of  what 
this  life,  what  these  rules  may  be. 
To  the  man  of  the  world  can  only 
be  repeated  what  was  said  by  the 
great  Christian  Master,  "Sell  all  that 
thou  hast  and  follow  me."  Until 
that  time  these  rules  can  have  but 
little  meaning  for  him,  can  never 
become  "practical."  They  can  only 
echo  in  his  mind  and  heart  as  a 
beautiful  ideal,  a  far-off  goal,  to- 
wards which,  in  the  midst  of  the  tur- 
moil of  material  life,   he  may  turn 
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longing  eyes;  or,  in  higher  mo- 
ments, perhaps  sense  his  ability  to 
reach  there,  and,  sick  of  the  husks 
upon  which  he  has  been  feeding, 
awake  with  the  illumined  cry,  "I 
will  arise  and  go  to  my  Father." 

And  when  I  say  "disciple,"  let 
me  not  be  misunderstood.  I  am  not 
speaking  of  one  who  leads  a  life  of 
isolation  in  some  "convent  stillness," 
far  from  the  interests  and  occupa- 
tions of  men,  for  he  to  whom  such 
privilege  belongs  has  in  some  con- 
siderable measure  "attained."  The 
disciple  has  to  create  his  conditions 
and  hew  all  his  instruments  from  the 
circumstances  of  ordinary  existence. 
His  renunciation  of  the  world  must 
be  made  in  the  world  and  continued 
there  until  he  has  gained  all  the  ex- 
perience and  discipline  it  can  fur- 
nish him.  He  who  waits  for  better 
conditions  will  never  find  them,  for 
man  is  the  arbiter  of  his  own  des- 
tiny. As  we  have  been  told,  the 
Masters  become  such  from  the  same 
or  worse  conditions  than  ours.  At 
any  rate,  these  or  the  repetitions  of 
them,    are    the    only    conditions   we 
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shall  ever  have,  and  he  who  thinks 
he  cannot  become  a  disciple  in  such 
conditions  can  never  become  a  dis- 
ciple at  all.  That  idea  will  consti- 
tute his  barrier,  until,  one  day,  real- 
izing this  fact,  it  will  disappear,  and 
his  pathway  become   manifest. 

As  was  said  by  St.  Francis  of  As- 
sisi,  "In  whatever  place  we  go,  we 
have  always  our  cell  with  us.  Our 
brother,  the  body,  is  our  cell,  and 
the  soul  is  the  hermit  who  lives 
there." 


27 


You  ask — If  one  man  depends  upon 
another  for  guidance  in  matters  of 
opinion  and  belief,  has  he  the  right 
to  consider  these  opinions  and  be- 
liefs his  own?  It  is  difficult  for  me 
to  understand  how  such  a  question 
as  this  ever  comes  to  be  asked.  If 
I  be  but  the  shadow  of  another,  can 
I  be  said  to  have  existence  of  my 
own?  And  if  my  beliefs  and  opin- 
ions are  only  echoes  of  another  mind, 
how  can  I  in  any  sense  lay  claim  to 
them?  Belief,  to  be  in  the  least 
worthy  of  the  name,  must  spring 
from  within  oneself, — from  some 
interior  conviction,  some  crystalliza- 
tion of  a  portion  of  individual  feel- 
ing or  experience,  even  if  not,  as 
seems  to  me  essential,  the  result  of 
struggles  and  effort,  a  breathing 
space  to  which  a  soul  has  climbed  in 
his  conflict  with  life  and  its  mys- 
teries. 

Religion,  and  all  matters  of  so- 
called  faith,  are  to  me  subjects  of 
reverent  doubt  until  I  have  been 
able  to  experience  them  myself;  to 
draw  them  in  to  the  inner  battle- 
ground where  each  must  be  fought 
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out  completely  and  fearlessly.  What 
remains  from  such  a  conflict  has 
then  to  be  lived,  to  be  tested  and 
tried  by  the  needs  of  every  day — 
our  joys  as  well  as  our  pains.  That 
which  is  gained  as  the  result  of 
these  two  experiences,  I  should  call 
my  belief  on  any  subject,  mine  by 
right  of  conquest;  and  also  mine 
because  in  the  course  of  such  tests 
they  have  necessarily  become  an  in- 
herent portion  of  my  being. 

From  this  point  one  may  go  on 
to  knowledge;  but  "knowledge  is  of 
things  we  see,"  and  so  still  further 
conflict  and  conquest  are  involved. 
Yet  though  we  err  to  depend  on 
guidance,  I  think  we  are  often  wise 
to  seek  it.  For  those  older,  because 
better  versed  in  living  than  we,  can 
give  us  sage  counsel,  save  us  many 
false  starts,  and  enable  us  to  avoid 
the  more  obvious  pitfalls  in  the  way. 
But  after  all  we  must  make  the 
journey  ourselves,  and  until  we  do, 
we  cannot  consider  that  we  possess 
either  beliefs  or  opinions,  any  more 
than  we  can  really  be  said  to  have 
lived. 
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The  trut  way  to  help  others  seems 
to  me  to  be  in  certain  fundamental 
principles  of  thought  and  conduct. 
(i)  Let  us  forget  ourselves,  and 
above  all,  our  preconceived  notions 
about  others. 

(2)  Let  us  study  attentively,  in- 
telligently, and  sympathetically  the 
real  needs  of  those  we  seek  to  aid. 

(3)  Having  discovered  these,  as 
we  always  can  if  we  conduct  our 
search  in  this  manner,  let  us  then 
determine  to  awaken  these  others  to 
a  sense  of  those  needs,  and  inspire 
them  with  the  understanding  of 
them,  which  we  ourselves  have  ac- 
quired, remembering  that  what  we 
wish  to  do  is  not  to  give  of  our  light 
to  another,  but  to  illumine  his  otun. 
We  are  not  to  serve  as  props  for  oth- 
ers to  lean  upon,  but  we  must  point 
out  and  make  clear  the  path  they 
themselves  should  tread.  We  should 
be  the  ladders  by  which  others  climb, 
the  scaffolding  by  which  others 
build;  but  we  may  not  lose  sight 
for  one  moment  of  the  fact  which 
our  vanity  would  delude  us  into  ig- 
noring,  that   the   important   matters 
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are  that  our  brothers  should  climb; 
that  the  building  should  be  erected. 
Only  as  we  look  always  towards  our 
brothers,  and  always  away  from 
ourselves,  does  this  become  possible: 
"The  power  which  the  disciple  shall 
covet  is  that  which  shall  make  him 
appear  as  nothing."  Few  helpers 
are  willing  to  occupy  this  humble 
place,  and  thus  often  half  their  labor 
is  fruitless  in  any  true  sense,  or  even 
distinctly  harmful,  because  of  the 
taint  of  a  personal  grasping  for 
power,  for  influence,  or  for  apprecia- 
tion. If  we  believe  that  the  Light 
of  the  World  lies  hidden  in  every 
human  breast,  our  work  is  plainly 
to  discover  and  make  clear  that 
Light,  that  the  whole  world,  now 
in  so  much  darkness,  may  be  illu- 
mined by  it.  Finally  we  must  re- 
member that  the  power  to  see,  the 
power  to  hear,  the  power  to  under- 
stand, and  the  power  to  speak,  being 
divine  powers,  can  only  be  acquired 
by  self-conquest.  So  that  we  our- 
selves must  live  the  life  we  would 
show  to  others;  must  be  those  things 
to   which    we    would   inspire    tbeno. 

31 


Then  we  can  cause  the  blind  to  see, 
the  deaf  to  hear,  the  lame  to  walk, 
and  cast  out  devils,  even  raise  the 
dead  to  life.  We  help  others,  there- 
fore, each  time  we  resist  a  temptation 
or  conquer  an  evil  inclination:  the 
level  of  humanity  is  raised  just  so 
much;  it  will  be  that  much  easier  for 
anyone  coming  after  us  to  do  the 
same;  it  will  give  us  the  power  di- 
rectly to  aid  another  to  overcome  in 
like  manner.  We  shall  realize  as 
we  pursue  this  course,  how  closely 
we  are  bound  together;  that  where 
we  faltered,  others  falter  also; 
where  we  conquered,  they,  too,  can 
achieve  victory.  From  this  will 
grow  a  sense  of  what  is  meant  by  a 
"united   spirit  of   life." 

Any  method  of  assistance  planned 
on  these  lines  cannot  fail,  I  believe, 
in  effectiveness.  Temperament,  cir- 
cumstances, opportunities,  must  de- 
termine the  details.  But  once  the 
underlying  principles  of  procedure 
are  clear  and  are  courageously  and 
vigorously  attempted,  success  is  as- 
sured, since  we  are  working  in  ac- 
cordance    with     Divine    Law,     and 
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have   all   the   powers   and   might  of 
that  Law  behind  us. 
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Can  any  man  believe  in  the  imma- 
nence of  God  and  doubt  that  every- 
thing is  for  the  best?  Or  can  he 
believe  in  Divine  Law  and  doubt  it? 
Let  us  realize  our  personal  limita- 
tions somewhat  better,  and  what 
these  imply  of  blindness,  ignorance, 
and,  above  all,  lack  of  perspective. 
For  are  we  not  like  the  man  in  the 
story,  who,  holding  his  hand  in 
front  of  his  eyes,  thought  that  the 
sun  had  disappeared?  If  we  could 
see  the  entire  plan  of  the  universe  as 
God  must  see  it,  we  should  be  able 
to  understand.  But  how  tiny  a  por- 
tion have  we  even  cognizance  of, 
and  of  that  portion  how  slight  our 
knowledge!  Little  by  little,  slowly 
and  painfully,  we  are  learning,  how- 
ever. Let  us  have  faith  and  pa- 
tience, then,  and  trust  in  the  love  and 
order  and  wisdom  that,  unseen  (but 
not  unfelt),  directs  us  all.  How 
could  I  trust  an  immortal  soul 
through  all  eternity  to  a  wisdom  I, 
as  I  am,  could  comprehend !  There- 
fore, I,  being  what  I  am,  am  thank- 
ful that  I  do  not  comprehend,  but  I 
look  forward  and  strive  forward  to 
the  day  when  I  shall. 
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I  HAVE  never  been  able  to  think 
highly  of  a  religion  that  was  not 
attractive.  Beauty  and  holiness  must 
be  linked  together.  Religion  should 
make  a  man  cheerful ;  it  should 
make  him  uncomplaining;  and  it 
must  make  him  personally  more 
winning,  more  attractive,  or  else 
there  is  something  wrong  with  his 
religion. 

The  minor  virtues  are  not  to  be 
despised,  and  many  who  now  neg- 
lect them  would  be  astonished  to 
discover  how  materially  their  culti- 
vation assists  in  the  growth  of  the 
greater  virtues.  Life  is  made  up  of 
little  things,  and  we  need  for  our- 
selves and  for  others  the  little  vir- 
tues with  which  to  meet  them.  I 
have  often  known  a  poor  soul  to  go 
discouraged  and  hungry  for  lack  of 
a  cheerful  word  or  a  winning  smile. 
Perhaps  those  who,  unthinking,  de- 
nied them,  were  possessed  of  many 
fine  qualities  of  mind  and  heart. 
Nevertheless,  the  opportunity  came 
to  them  and  they  passed  it  by;  an 
alms  was  prayed  for  and  they  took 
no  heed. 
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There  are  alms  of  the  soul  as 
well  as  those  of  the  body,  and  they 
are  far  more  important  and  far 
more  precious.  Where  one  man 
starves  for  bread  there  are  an  hun- 
dred  starving   for   spiritual   charity. 

We  cannot  afford  to  live  so  much 
on  the  surface  of  things;  life  itself 
calls  us  deeper;  for  life  is  the  great- 
est of  the  fine  arts,  the  most  tre- 
mendous of  conflicts,  the  most  splen- 
did of  adventures.  We  shall  not 
make  it  tawdry,  therefore,  in  artifi- 
cial trappings,  nor  inconsequent  in 
idle  inconsecutiveness,  nor  futile 
from  passivit>'  and  neglect. 

Unfailing  sweetness,  patience  and 
good  humour,  careful  attention  to 
the  comforts  and  pleasures  of  others, 
a  ready  assistance,  a  smiling  com- 
pliance,— these  are  little  things,  but, 
believe  me,  adepts  have  developed 
from  just  such  trifles  where  the 
heart  of  true   devotion  prompted. 

By  applying  Emerson's  test,  and 
in  this  light  appearing  before  the 
bar  of  your  own  conscience  daily, 
you  may  be  amazed  to  find  what 
progress  you  will   make,  what  con- 
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stant  sacrifice  and  self-control  will 
be  necessary,  and  how  much  nearer 
and  clearer  will  become  those  moun- 
tain peaks  of  attainment  which  for- 
merly seemed  so  far  away,  but  which 
"the  day  of  small  things"  has  made 
possible  to  us. 
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Does  not  the  great  fact  of  death, 
standing  ever  in  the  midst  of  life, 
enable  us  to  comprehend  that  ma- 
terial existence  is  not  the  reality; 
but  that  reality  lies  back  and  within 
these  things  of  sense  and  time,  in 
that  unseen  world  whose  denizens 
have  in  all  conditions  unbroken  con- 
tinuity of  consciousness,  unfading 
perception,  unclouded  realization? 

I  say  then  that  death  is  a  great 
torch  which  Divine  Providence  has 
placed  in  this  darkened  world,  to 
light  the  way;  it  is  the  lighthouse 
of  the  ocean  of  Avidya. 
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Remember  that  we  invite  what  we 
fear,  that  the  constrictive  power  of 
anxiety  keeps  from  us  the  good 
which  rightfully  is  ours,  and  which 
would  come  to  us  did  we  permit  it. 
Success  is  for  the  man  who  is  sure 
of  success,  not  for  him  who  merely 
longs,  doubting  at  heart.  One  must 
knoiu  one  will  win;  then  victory  is 
certain:  the  powers  of  earth  bow  be- 
fore their  conqueror.  This  knowl- 
edge must  spring  from  calm,  interior 
conviction,  the  conviction  of  him  who 
has  placed  himself  on  the  divine 
side  of  nature,  who  has  claimed  his 
inherent  birthright  of  God-hood, 
whose  faith  cannot  be  shaken,  since 
it  is  founded  upon  those  things 
which,  invisible  to  the  eyes  of  sense, 
are  yet  most  vitally  real  and  true; 
who  commands  and  must  be  obeyed. 
Dominions,  principalities  and  powers 
are  all  under  the  feet  of  such  a 
man ;  he  guides  and  controls  them, 
bending  them  to  his  will.  He  must 
be  absolutely  sure  of  himself,  then 
he  cannot  fail.  Whatever  the  con- 
flict may  be,  undertaken  in  this  spirit, 
success  is  certain. 
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Whether  success  lead  him  to  the 
right  or  the  left-hand  path  is  then 
for  him  to  determine.  For  of  all 
trials  success  is  the  greatest;  it  is 
the  trial  of  the  gods. 

He  who  can  remain  equal  minded 
in  the  flush  of  victory ;  who  can 
maintain  the  simple,  childlike  spirit 
in  the  midst  of  luxury;  who  can  re- 
main detached  in  heart  from  powers 
and  possessions;  continue  the  god, 
never  stooping  to  be  the  slave, — such 
an  one  has  gone  far  upon  the  path 
of  life  and  immortality. 

Make  your  success  then,  but  make 
yourself  a  greater  man  that  you  have 
succeeded.  Make  the  world  a  bet- 
ter world  for  it,  until  the  farthest 
star  may  rejoice  in  its  course  that 
there  is  such  a  king  among  men. 
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I  SEE  one  most  blessed  explanation 
of  all  our  pain  and  suffering,  of 
whatsoever  kind, — that  the  Master 
loves  us  enough  to  be  willing  to 
take  this  trouble  to  train  us.  And 
what  an  immensity  of  love  that  rep- 
resents! He  must  also  find  some- 
thing in  us  worth  the  expenditure  of 
the  effort,  else  his  great  wisdom 
would  forbid  the  extravagance.  In 
the  first  thought  lie  peace  and  com- 
fort, the  peace  of  the  child  on  its 
mother's  breast;  in  the  second,  a 
grand  incentive,  a  spur  to  courage 
and  perseverance,  and  vistas  of  il- 
limitable hope.  So  long  as  he  is  not 
discouraged  with  us,  we  dare  not 
become  discouraged  with  ourselves; 
so  long  as  his  compassion  sees  the 
need  of  further  discipline,  we  can 
but  accept  it  gratefully.  The  won- 
der is,  not  that  we  have  so  much  to 
bear,  but  that,  considering  our  end- 
less failings,  vices,  and  sins,  we 
have  so  little.  It  shows  great  re- 
gard for  our  weakness  that  we  are 
led  along  so  g.ently;  not  hurried 
up    the    rugged    path    most    of    the 
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Masters  travelled. 

Dear  Lord,  since  I  am  so  unwor- 
thy of  your  compassion,  make  me 
at  least  to  feel  it.  Since  I  am  weak 
and  prone  to  despondency,  give  me 
the   strength   to   justify   your   faith. 
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I  WAS  weary  and  sad  the  other  day. 
Several  weeks  of  hard  and  discour- 
aging work,  which  showed  no  faint- 
est sign  of  achievement,  had  sapped 
my  vitality  and  clouded  my  skies.  I 
had  been  wrestling  with  great  so- 
cial problems  and  individual  rela- 
tions thereto,  and  found  it  all  per- 
plexing, involved,  disheartening. 
Life  had  become  not  merely  hard, 
but  mean  and  sordid ;  no  fierce  con- 
flict, but  a  dreary  treadmill.  There 
was  suffering  on  all  sides,  the  suf- 
fering of  strong  men  and  of  the 
helpless  little  children;  perhaps 
most  touching  of  all,  of  the  dumb 
creatures  to  whom  we  deny,  some  of 
us,  even  a  hereafter. 

Lying  on  my  table,  as  always,  was 
Light  on  the  Path.  I  opened  it  and 
read,  "Listen  to  the  Song  of  Life  .  .  . 
use  the  learning  you  have  acquired 
by  pain  and  by  the  destruction  of 
pain  .  .  .  Store  in  your  memory  the 
melody  you  hear.  .  .  .  Life  itself 
has  speech  and  is  never  silent.  And 
its  utterance  is  not,  as  you  that  are 
deaf  may  suppose,  a  cry ;  it  is  a  song. 
Learn  from  it  that  you  are  a  part 
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of  the  harmony;  learn  from  it  to 
obey  the  laws  of  the  harmony." 

It  seemed  to  me  that  for  a  long 
while  everything  had  been  very  quiet 
in  my  room.  Perhaps  it  was  that 
silence  that  follows  the  storm.  I 
will  not  attempt  to  say.  I  did  not 
then.  That  wonderful  little  book, 
with  its  wisdom  of  all  the  ages,  can 
perform  any  miracle,  and  it  would 
then  be  only  the  simplest,  the  most 
natural  event.  This  I  do  know: 
that  that  moment  showed  me  plainly 
how  we  live  on  the  surface  of  things, 
how  shortsighted  our  so-called  per- 
spective, how  material  our  view  of 
the  soul  and  of  spiritual  life.  And 
this  vision  of  human  superficiality 
did  not  depress  me,  but  heartened 
and  steadied. 

Most  often  we  regard  life  as 
though  one  were  looking  at  a  beau- 
tiful painting,  and,  with  myopic  vis- 
ion, noted  upon  the  canvas  the 
splash  of  yellow,  the  line  of  green — 
another  splash  of  blue — incoherent 
daubs  of  paint,  each  one  taken 
alone;  or,  a  few  in  conjunction,  far 
from    pleasing.      Whereas,    he   who 
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sees  it  as  a  whole  is  amazed  at  the 
perfection  of  execution ;  the  unity 
expressing  the  mastery  of  genius. 

Why  will  we  not  believe  that  life 
is  a  song?  Why  will  we  not  listen 
that  we  may  know  it  to  be  so,  be- 
cause we  /lear  it?  Men  are  ear- 
nestly searching  in  all  directions  to- 
day for  the  kingdom  of  heaven, 
and  crying,  Lo !  here,  and,  Lo !  there. 
And  though  so  long  ago  we  were 
warned  not  to  follow  after  these, 
we  do  follow,  some  one  way,  some 
another,  according  to  our  tempera- 
ment and  leaning;  only  to  find 
sooner  or  later  that  all  these  paths 
lead  into  the  desert  at  last;  that 
our  kingdom  was  only  the  mirage 
shimmering  its  fairy  towers  above 
distant  sands.  And  all  the  while  we 
forget  those  words — the  kingdom  of 
God  is  within,  ivithin.  For  the  eyes 
of  our  soul  are  not  opened,  and  we 
strain  these  poor  earthly  eyes,  striv- 
ing to  make  them  see  that  which  they 
will  never  see  through  their  blur  of 
helpless  tears. 

I  suppose  that  when  first  our 
blindness  is  healed  we  shall  be  like 
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the  man  in  the  Bible  who  cried  out 
that  he  saw  men  as  trees  walking, 
so  grotesque  will  be  our  conception. 
And  as  with  sight,  so  with  hearing. 
The  fragments  of  the  harmony  that 
reach  us  translate  themselves  in  dis- 
cords, and  so  deafened  are  we  by 
them  that  all  power  of  musical  per- 
ception leaves  us.  By  and  by  we 
say,  "There  is  no  music." 

Let  us,  for  a  while,  seek  that  king- 
dom within.  What  if,  perchance,  it 
should  be  there!  We  have  sought 
it  without  in  many  ways  and  failed. 
Surely  the  Master's  word  is  worth 
a  trial.  Let  us  insist  each  day  upon 
having  a  quiet  time  for  thought. 
Those  of  us  who  are  most  busy  can 
take  our  meal  hours,  or  when  we 
dress,  or  going  from  one  place  of  oc- 
cupation to  another.  At  least  we 
can  curtail  some  of  our  pleasures 
for  this  purpose.  If  we  try  it,  even 
ever  so  little, — try  to  realize  this 
presence  of  the  kingdom  of  God 
within  us, — we  shall  find  great  re- 
ward. It  will  dawn  upon  us  that 
these  moments  and  these  alone  con- 
stitute our   real    life;    that  the   rest 
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of  life  becomes  real  only  as  illu- 
mined by  these;  and  that  here  and 
now  we  may  live  in  heaven,  listen- 
ing to  the  Song  of  Life,  which  the 
hearing  we  have  acquired  by  pain 
and  by  the  destruction  of  pain,  en- 
ables us  to  understand,  and  under- 
standing to  obey  its  laws. 
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Life  calls  us  more  and  more  to 
greater  depths  of  self-surrender.  At 
each  step  it  seems  that  we  have 
given  our  all,  but  as  we  pass  on  we 
realize  how  imperfectly  we  have 
done  it;  and  the  fuller  sacrifice  must 
be  made.  At  first  this  pictures  it- 
self to  us  as  a  dreary  waste  of  ef- 
fort to  which  we  are  impelled  we 
hardly  know  how,  but  which  holds 
and  constrains  us  in  the  end  in  spite 
of  our  repealed  evasions  and  long 
continued  endeavours  to  escape.  So 
the  first  surrender  is  more  often 
made  half  sullenly,  without  love  or 
enthusiasm,  and  in  the  deadness  fol- 
lowing so  inadequate  a  performance 
we  find  justification  of  our  worst 
fears.  But  the  compassion  of  the 
divine  law  accepts  with  calm  pa- 
tience whatever  poor  offering  we 
make,  and  awaits  in  immortal  sure- 
ness  the  day  when  a  better  compre- 
hension will  reap  a  finer  harvest. 
For  life,  the  great  teacher,  graves 
deep  her  lessons  in  the  events  and 
circumstances  of  each  existence,  and 
in  time,  a  fuller  knowledge  is  borne 
in  upon  us  by  accumulated  pressure, 
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which  no  denials  nor  frenzy  of  re- 
bellion may  remove;  and  so  a  fur- 
ther step,  and  \vi  h  each  step  more 
light,  more  comprehension. 

As  these  processes  are  repeated, 
— so  often  repeated ! — through  long 
periods  of  time,  maybe,  the  point 
is  reached  when  somewhat  of  the 
meaning  of  it  all  begins  to  dawn 
upon  us,  and  with  that  dawning  is 
found  the  first  spring  of  love  and 
moving  outward  of  the  heart. 

It  is  as  if  a  man  had  wearily 
climbed  until  he  had  reached  some 
high  plateau,  and  there,  in  the  sweep 
of  wide  vistas,  in  invigorating  air, 
and  the  rolling  clouds  of  the  blue 
heavens  above  him,  he  first  glimpsed 
somewhat  of  the  genuine  zest  and 
abundance  of  life,  and  wondered 
why  he  had  lingered  so  long  in  the 
narrow  and  pestilential  valleys  be- 
neath him. 

So  he  saith:  "No  longer  shall  I 
be  made  to  do  this  thing,  but  of  my- 
self shall  I  do  it."  And  for  the  first 
time  he  lives,  having  taken  life  into 
his  own  hands.  But  these  periods  of 
consideration  may  not  last  long.   Life 
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knows  only  too  well  that  we  would 
content  ourselves  with  dreams  and 
visions,  barren  of  fruit, — and  so 
again  the  spur  of  circumstance  mer- 
cifully constrains  us,  and  we  climb 
and  labour  again.  Each  attainment 
brings  wider  vision,  greater  dis- 
tances spread  out  before  us;  we 
breathe  finer,  purer  air;  more  per- 
fect proportions  and  nobler  views 
are  ours,  and  withal  the  trained  eye, 
the  wary  step,  the  taughtened 
muscle  of  the  experienced  mountain- 
eer. We  journey  from  here,  then, 
with  a  species  of  exultation.  Cir- 
cumstance is  not  needed  to  spur  us, 
since  our  own  desire  supplies  mag- 
nificent incentive,  and  the  ardour  of 
our  love,  concentrated  on  one  object, 
burns  with  steadfast  flame. 

One  day,  in  a  flash  of  insight,  it 
becomes  clear  to  us  that  the  steep 
paths  we  have  toiled  upon  were  no 
mountains  of  difficulty,  nor  barriers 
or  tests  of  fate,  but  the  conquest  and 
surrender  of  our  own  natures  which 
verily  proved  ladders  by  which  we 
might  climb  into  heaven  when  once 
we   attempted   to   scale.     And   with 
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that  realization  comes  a  sense  of 
how  poor  our  work  has  been ;  and  a 
great  longing  to  make  it  better;  and 
from  this  humility  a  new  love  is 
born  no  less  fervent,  but  with  an 
added  tenderness;  and  with  that 
tenderness  a  peace,  for  it  too  is  self- 
surrender. 

When  the  eyes  no  longer  are  blind- 
ed by  their  tears;  when  the  ears 
no  longer  are  deafened  by  the  din 
of  material  life,  then  the  soul,  rest- 
ing within,  may  see  and  hear. 

When  the  voice  has  learnt  the 
language  of  heaven,  then  the  soul 
may  commune  with  other  souls. 

When  the  heart  is  emptied  of  self, 
and  the  personal  life  has  been 
washed  away  in  the  tide  of  com- 
plete renunciation,  then  the  soul,  no 
longer  a  prisoner,  may  dwell  among 
men. 

Thus  I  venture  to  paraphrase 
these  beautiful  portions  of  Light  on 
the  Path  that  their  connection  with 
what  I  have  written  may  be  clear. 
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Swift  as  the  light  flies  and  more 
brilliant,  and  vibrant  with  an  energy 
and  power  born  of  the  spiritual 
world  and  alone  found  there, 
streams  upon  us  and  over  us  the 
force  of  the  Lodge,  and  we  bathe 
perpetually  in  its  glory. 

Yet,  seeking  some  conception  of 
our  own  making,  formed  in  reflec- 
tions of  the  material  world  beneath, 
we  fail  to  recognize  that  flood  of 
life  surrounding  us.  Abstract,  we 
call  it,  since  what  we  seek  has  such 
rigid  definiteness  that  we  must  hurl 
ourselves  against  it  as  a  rock  to  be- 
come aware  of  its  presence.  And 
still  the  light  floods  on  and  we  draw 
sustenance  and  power  from  it  un- 
knowingly. "Abstract"  forsooth!  Yet 
who  has  ever  by  act  of  faithful  will 
turned  his  attention  towards  it,  and 
failed  to  realize  its  specific  and  in- 
dividual guidance  and  inspiration? 
To  each  it  brings  an  insight,  a 
strength  and  consolation ;  universal 
in  power  and  oneness,  but  unique  for 
that  one  life;  shared  in  as  a  general 
experience  by  all  who  trust  them- 
selves to  its  power,  but  with  a  spe- 
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clfic  message  and  significance  for 
each  disciple,  as  special  as  though 
he  alone  in  all  the  world  had  being. 
And  this  special  message  for  him 
is  the  message  he  in  turn  must  give 
forth;  that  which  he  alone  having 
received,  he  alone  can  impart. 

To  the  truth  of  this  has  attested 
the  long  line  of  followers  of  the 
light;  a  noble  army  of  saints  and 
seers.  They  found  nothing  of  ab- 
straction in  it,  but  a  definiteness 
which  created  purpose  and  enabled 
a  fullness  of  expression  and  accom- 
plishment which  stands  over  against 
the  vagueness  of  material  lives  with 
sharp  distinction.  Moreover,  they 
found  confidence  instead  of  uncer- 
tainty, peace  at  each  level  of 
achievement,  instead  of  satiety;  and 
above   all,   joy. 

I  wish  that  this  idea  of  the  path 
of  "unutterable  woe"  could  be  ban- 
ished from  men's  minds,  and  left  to 
those  making  the  Great  Renuncia- 
tion, whose  concern  it  is,  and  who 
alone  are  able  to  understand  its 
meaning.  Seen  through  the  darkened 
glass    of    ordinary    perception,    and 
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interpreted  in  material  terms  of 
value,  the  result  is  utterly  false; 
and  I  am  indeed  of  those  who  would 
that  truths  man  cannot  under- 
stand were  withheld  until  such  time 
as  discipline  and  instruction  may 
give  enlightenment  and  prepare  the 
way  for  comprehension. 

Not  alone  among  pupils  but  among 
teachers  also  have  pearls  been  cast 
before  swine.  So  absolute  is  the  law 
of  nature's  privacy,  that  her  secrets 
cannot  be  imparted  save  to  those 
whose  worth  makes  understanding; 
and  if  imparted,  a  worse  confu- 
sion than  the  tongues  of  Babel  re- 
sults. 

Lol  the  Christ  said,  "My  yoke  is 
easy  and  my  burden  is  light."  Was 
this  a  trick  to  lure  confiding  souls; 
a  siren  voice  leading  to  the  rocks 
of  destruction,  or  worse  yet,  the 
morasses  of  despair? 

Answer,  disciples  of  all  ages  and 
degree!  You  who  know  that  that 
voice  never  deceived;  that  those 
promises,  though  we  may  have  to 
await  their  fulfilment,  are  as  sure 
as  life  and  time, —  Oh !  ye  of  little 
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faith, — as  sure  as  the  only  sure 
thing  in  all  your  material  universe, 
— as  sure  as  death! 
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The  Master  said  to  me:  Come, 
child,  and  I  answered,  Nay,  Lord. 
And  he  said  again:  Thou  wilt 
not  obey  me?  And  I  replied:  Thy 
words.  Lord,  are  Come.  And  to 
come  to  thee  I  must  depart  far  from 
thee  into  the  dark  world  whose 
shadows  lie  so  thick  and  sullen  be- 
hind me.  There  shall  I  find  thee 
in  sacrifice  and  labour;  for  the  spir- 
itual world  lies  not  apart  from  it, 
but  luminous  in  its  folds.  Through 
thy  words  speak  thy  Spirit,  and  thy 
Spirit  I  obey. 

And  the  Master's  eyes  glowed 
deep.  He  laid  his  hand  upon  my 
head   and   said    again: 

Come,  child  of  my  heart  And  I 
knew  I  had  understood. 
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Wherever  you  have  the  intensely  re- 
ligious spirit  made  self-conscious, 
you  have  Theosophy,  regardless  of 
forms  or  names.  For  Theosophy  has 
nothing  to  do  with  forms.  It  is  a 
spirit. 

On  the  lower  side,  Theosophy  is  a 
certain  attitude  towards  life;  on  the 
higher  side,  a  spirit  of  complete 
surrender  and  dedication  to  the  Di- 
vine. As  St.  Paul  says,  "I  live,  yet 
not  I,  but  Christ  liveth  in  me." 
There  speaks  the  Theosophist;  and 
whosoever  so  speaketh  and  liveth 
is  a  Theosophist,  whatever  form  of 
religious  belief  he  may  hold,  what- 
ever label  he  may  wear. 

But  this  must  be  conscious  and  in- 
telligent on  his  part;  no  general 
seeking,  no  vague  relation.  Men 
may  attain  great  heights  of  spirit- 
uality, but  undeterminedly  and  al- 
most unaware.  The  Theosophist  on 
the  other  hand  is  fully  aware; 
knows  whither  he  is  going,  and  why; 
and  has  started  with  open  eyes  upon 
that  "small,  old  path,  that  stretches 
far  away,"  under  his  Master's  guid- 
ance. 
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To  become  a  Theosophist  is  to  ex- 
perience the  "new  birth  from  above." 

"Verily,  verily,  I  say  unto  thee, 
Except  a  man  be  born  of  water  and 
of  the  spirit,  he  cannot  enter  into  the 
kingdom  of  God.  That  which  is 
born  of  the  flesh  is  flesh;  and  that 
which  is  born  of  the  spirit  is  spirit." 

The  Churches,  therefore,  should 
say,  like  the  prophet  John,  standing 
and  calling  in  the  wilderness  (of 
material  life),  "I  indeed  baptize  you 
with  water  unto  repentance ;  but  he 
that  Cometh  after  me  is  mightier 
than  I.  ...  he  shall  baptize  you 
with  the  Holy  Ghost  and  with  fire." 

The  Theosophist  is  he  who  has 
received  this  second  baptism.  He 
truly  is  twice-born.  No  man  is  a 
Theosophist  in  the  mere  fact  of  be- 
ing a  Fellow  of  the  Theosophical 
Society,  nor  because  he  holds  any 
philosophy  or  system  of  metaphysics. 

All  such  conventional  and  intellec- 
tual definitions  can  have  no  place 
in  that  which  is  vital  and  dynamic, — 
a  question  of  exterior  adjustments, 
of  interior  relations  above  all,  con- 
cerning those  things  which  in  very 
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fact  and  essence  the  man  is;  not  In 
the  least  what  he  may  appear  to  be, 
nor  what  he  may  possess. 

If  only  we  could  make  this  clear, 
not  merely  to  the  outside  public,  but 
to  our  own  members!  He  is  a  The- 
osophist  who  has  been  "born  again," 
who  has  been  baptized  "with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  with  fire,"  whose 
life  is  "hid  with  Christ  in  God." 
When  our  Fellows  realize  this,  they 
will  be  slower  to  claim  a  title  than 
which  there  is  none  higher  for  a 
man  to  bear.  This  It  Is  which  gives 
Theosophy  Its  wonderful,  drawing 
power.  In  spite  of  the  misunder- 
standing, calumny,  and  ridicule 
which  at  all  times  have  surrounded 
It;  in  spite  of  the  far  more  hurt- 
ful misinterpretation  of  those  who 
blindly  claim  to  be  its  adherents. 

This  it  is  which  causes  each  The- 
osophist  to  become  a  magnet  to 
which  all  spiritually  minded  men 
Instinctively  turn.  It  draws  the 
dawning  spiritual  perceptions  as  the 
sun  draws  the  flower  and  awakens 
it  to  light  and  life  and  perfection  of 
bloom. 
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"I,  if  I  be  lifted  up,  shall  draw 
all  men  unto  me,"  said  the  Master. 
But  it  is  not  his  message  which 
draws;  it  is  the  divine  potency  of 
his  life  and  of  what  he  is. 

In  the  depths  of  the  throbbing 
heart  of  life  an  Infinite  peace  abides. 
That  peace  we  seek,  having  found 
the  Path.  It  Is  not  the  peace  of  a 
passing  content,  but  of  a  whole- 
hearted resignation;  not  the  peace 
of  circumstance  or  condition,  or  of 
any  outward  thing  whatsoever;  nor 
of  mind,  nor  of  heart;  but  the  peace 
of  the  spirit  and  of  eternity.  To  It, 
failure  and  success  alike  are  equal, 
since  there  can  be  but  success ;  dis- 
cord and  harmony  as  existing  in  this 
lower  world  of  contrasts,  forming, 
each,  needful  portions  of  the  one 
great  symphony  of  silence  with 
which  the  higher  world  is  filled. 
We  hear  that  to  which  we  listen; 
that  to  which  our  attention  Is  di- 
rected, we  perceive.  May  the  Fa- 
ther give  us  right  power  to  hear  and 
see! 

"He  that  hath  an  ear  let  him  hear 
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what    the     Spirit    saith     unto    the 
churches." 
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When  the  days  are  dark  and  the 
shadows  gather,  then,  O  beloved 
Master,  we  turn  to  thee. 

Eternal  Radiance!  send  the  beams 
of  thy  glory  into  this  darkness,  and 
though  they  show  more  clearly  the 
towering  masses  of  the  storm  clouds, 
yet  in  thy  light  shall  we  also  see 
light;  turning  adoring  eyes  and 
hearts  to  thee. 

Out  of  the  weariness  and  pain  of 
life  we  grope  with  faltering  steps 
upward  along  those  beams.  Then, 
in  thy  mercy,  grant  them  to  us, — 
we  who  strive  and  cry  and  open 
mouths  of  unrelieved  complaint,  so 
that  our  wailings  fill  the  piteous 
world  and  leave  a  mournful  un- 
dertone in  heaven.  Black  is  this 
pit  and  horrible,  where  we  have 
plunged,  seeking  to  find  thy  will, 
and  serve.     O  tender  Master,  hear! 

Lo!  he  comes.  His  gathering  glory 
lights  the  eastern  sky.  There,  where 
the  crosses  stand  sharp  black  against 
its  dawn,  we  see  it  glow  and  glow — 
pale  lilac,  green,  a  deepening  ame- 
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/fiyst,  effulgent  ruby;  then,  O  mit- 
acle,  the  dazzling  wonder  of  the 
Golden  Rose!  From  its  deep  heart 
the  pathway  stretches  down,  rain- 
bowed  by  angels  in  vast  companies, 
like  wake  of  heavenly  suns  on  heav- 
enly seas, — or  myriad  planets  clus- 
tered in  one  knot.  Dare  we,  O  Ra- 
diance, trust  these  feeble  eyes  so 
used  to  darkness?  Yet  that  light 
heals  blindness,  does  not  cause  it. 
So  we  look,  under  the  arches  of 
those  rainbowed  wings,  straight  to 
the  heart  of  Life ! 

O  vision  marvellous!  never  to  be 
forgotten  or  gainsaid.  For  when  we 
take  again  the  simple  round  of  hu- 
man life  and  care,  we  find  reflections 
of  it  shining  back  to  us,  caught  in 
the  gold  strands  of  the  children's 
hair, — deep  in  the  tenderness  of 
women's  eyes, — flaming  within  the 
hearts  of  noble  men, — and  spread- 
ing wide  on  all  the  hills  and  fields 
of  lovely  earth. 

And  I  muse:  great  is  man's  power 
of  invocation !  He  prays,  and  Heav- 
en showers  golden  radiance  on  his 
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head,   lights  the  whole  world,   and 
a  new  earth  is  born. 
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Believe  more  in  your  own  power 
and  your  own  strength.  Keep  that 
belief  steadily  before  you.  Do  not 
let  inner  things  ever  seem  cold  or 
abstract.  That  is  a  lower  view  in- 
deed: go  up  higher  and  look  from 
there.  All  that  is  sweet  and  true 
and  vital  in  life — the  very  essence 
of  these — you  have  here  but  symbols 
of.  The  reality,  in  its  glory,  you 
cannot  now  conceive,  but  you  can 
believe  in  it,  and  take  comfort  and 
strength  from  your  faith. 

Your  whole  life  is  an  exempli- 
fication of  the  necessity  for  seeing 
and  leaning  upon  the  inner  reali- 
ties; and  having  found  in  some 
measure  the  clue,  you  should  use  it 
always.  Your  powers  of  endurance 
are  greatly  taxed,  also  your  faith; 
but  you  are  not  of  those  who  fail  in 
the  dark  hour  of  trial ;  for  the  flame 
of  the  soul  leaps  higher  when  fed 
by  the  heart's  own  blood. 

Let  the  purpose  be  clear,  then,  the 
will  firm.  Tune  your  instrument 
constantly  by  the  tuning-fork  of  your 
ideal,  and  never  let  it  drop  a  key. 
The  light  of  the  soul  is  a  light  to 
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light  the  world:  tell  yourself  that, 
and  live  it 
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Do  not  mistake  your  present  lower 
condition,  nor  think  it  aught  it  is 
not.  Such  periods  of  exhaustion 
come  after  great  expenditures  of  ef- 
fort, and  should  be  understood  and 
calmly  accepted.  A  piece  of  work 
was  accomplished,  a  time  of  diffi- 
culty and  darkness  bravely  lived 
through.  May  not  the  two  be  con- 
nected? May  not  the  power  to  aid 
have  been  earned? 

The  initiations  of  daily  life  are 
constant  and  manifold:  you  are  be- 
ginning to  understand  this.  Perse- 
vere, and  you  will  see  all  things  ma- 
turing as  you  desire.  The  real 
wishes  of  our  hearts  must  always 
be  fulfilled.  Do  not  doubt  your  own 
powers;  they  have  only  been  tem- 
porarily exhausted.  But  greater 
powers  yet  will  arise  from  patient 
acceptance  of  this — another  initia- 
tion perhaps — and  so  you  may  go 
forward  with  a  more  steadfast  faith. 
Meditate  deeply  on  these  phases  of 
your  consciousness,  and  insist  always 
on  your  own  courage  and  powers  of 
endurance;  tfiey  never  can  fail  you 
if   you    do;    and    though   you    seem 
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sometimes  to  be  reaching  the  limit 
of  your  strength,  you  never  will. 

By  and  by  you  will  grow  ac- 
customed to  living  always  on  the 
edge  of  defeat  (the  chela's  habitual 
position,  since  he  treads  a  hair  line). 
Your  head  will  no  longer  be  made 
dizzy  by  gazing  down  a  precipice 
(you  know  the  old  stories  of  initia- 
tion) ;  and,  that  conquered,  a  defi- 
nite progress  will  have  been  made. 
Consider  attentively  these  matters, 
for  they  are  worthy  consideration, 
and  most  vital  points  may  be  gained 
from  them. 

It  is  necessary  only  that  the  Lodge 
sees  you, — that  you  please  it.  What 
matter  the  idle  thoughts  or  still 
more  idle  words  of  others?  Seek 
the  satisfaction  of  your  own  heart 
and  conscience,  and  where  these  do 
not  acquit  you,  study  out  your  mis- 
take,— all  involved  in  it,  all  that  led 
to  it, — ^make  all  possible  amends; 
and  the  experience  will  be  worth 
more  to  you  than  not  to  have  failed. 

Keep  up  a  stout  heart.  The  way 
is  hard  and  long,  but  you  are  tread- 
ing it  bravely;  and  there  is  always 
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work  for  a  lonely  heart,  with  medi- 
tation; and  love  for  a  tired  one:  for 
each  act  of  giving  brings  a  won- 
drous peace.  Learn  from  the  dark 
hours  behind,  what  can  be  lived 
through,  and  take  courage  for  the 
future.  .  .  And  now  take  the  tirec^ 
brain  and  body  to  bed. 
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Standing  as  you  do  for  inner 
things,  realize  at  the  same  time  that 
your  work  must  not  interfere  with 
that  of  others  of  a  different  kind. 
Each  plays  his  part,  and  while 
steadfastly  adhering  to  yours,  con- 
demn no  other.  It  is  a  hair  line, 
not  easy,  but  important  to  observe. 
Without  it  your  labour  will  be  fruit- 
less; for  this  larger  tolerance  is  a 
proof  of  insight, — insight  intellec- 
tual, as  sympathy  is  insight  of  the 
heart.  In  other  words,  you  must 
never  lose  your  sense  of  proportion. 
This  has  been  a  cardinal  lack  in 
many  religious  teachers  as  well  as 
in  ordinary  religious  men  and 
women;  and  its  absence  has  steril- 
ized what  would  else  have  been 
superb   achievement. 

Remember  that  the  inner  world 
and  life  are  not  set  over  against  the 
outer.  The  poor,  tired  earth,  that 
has  struggled  for  long  ages  in  vain 
to  reconcile  these  two,  needs  to  learn 
the  great  tnith  at  last!  The  inner 
world  is  <u.<ithin  the  outer;  and  like 
a  lamp  in  a  darkened  house,  illu- 
minates    its     chambers,     shows     its 
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stairways  and  passages,  the  uses  of 
its  furniture;  and  turns  the  soul 
from  an  uneasy  ghost,  wandering 
helplessly  through  its  gloom  and 
mystery,  into  a  happy  tenant  who 
finds  cheer  and  warmth.  To  reach 
our  home  is  not  so  truly  a  matter 
of  going  somewhere,  as  of  bringing 
this  light  into  those  places  where 
we  now  abide.  Perchance,  when  we 
see  them  thus  illumined,  we  shall 
recognize  them  as  mansions  in  the 
Father's  house,  and  since  those  man- 
sions are  many,  we  may  be  sure  that 
all  temperaments,  all  characters,  are 
provided  for  with  loving  care.  So 
there  is  room  for  all,  and  place  for 
all,  and  no  necessity  that  our  rules 
or  views  should  prevail,  save  in  that 
narrow  domain  which  we  call  self, 
where  the  Great  Powers  themselves 
bow  to  our  laws,  with  infinite  under- 
standing and  courtesy,  demanding  of 
us  always  the  stature  of  our  own 
ideals,  and  the  fixity  of  the  stars 
in  those  courses  our  higher  moments 
have   prescribed. 

Rigid  with  self;  indulgent  with  all 
others;  cultivating  balance,  wide  vi- 
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sion,  sense  of  distances  and  depths 
and  heights;  keen  to  detect  the  fleck 
of  wrong  within,  beholding  as  from 
a  mountain  top  the  molehill  of  an- 
other's sin ;  breathing  the  air  of  lofty 
altitudes,  and  bringing  it  with  us  as 
a  breath  of  the  vast  pureness  of  the 
snows; — founded  on  principles  such 
as  these,  your  work  shall  endure, 
and,  though  you  may  never  realize 
the  extent  of  your  accomplishment 
(better  so!),  future  ages  shall  see 
it,  and  will  light  their  fires  at  the 
torch  you  hold  today. 
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The  Path  to  the  Masters  is  the  path 
of  likeness;  there  is  no  other  way 
to  go.  Jesus  said,  "I  am  the  Way, 
the  Truth  and  the  Life,  no  man  Com- 
eth unto  the  Father  but  by  me."  He 
spoke  then  as  the  Christ.  Only  as 
we  conform  ourselves  to  the  Mas- 
ter's image  can  we  come  to  know 
him — for  by  what  sign  or  means 
shall  we  know  that  which  is  beyond 
the  reaches  of  our  consciousness?  If 
he  seems  abstract,  vague,  is  it  not 
that  he  inhabits  another  world,  ut- 
terly different  and  removed  from  our 
own?  But  so,  mark  you,  only  be- 
cause of  our  limitations.  For  in 
reality  he  lives  in  the  same  world, 
sees  the  same  sky  and  the  same  fields 
and  flowers,  only  it  is  so  much  vaster 
and  more  luminous!  As  the  stones 
and  plants  and  animals  live  also 
in  our  world,  each  in  their  place  and 
degree,  but  without  sharing  our  con- 
sciousness ;  so  we  also  in  the  Mas- 
ter's world  see  and  yet  not  see,  touch 
and  yet  never  feel. 

When  we  awake  sufficiently  to 
realize  with  St.  Augustine  that  we 
are  "afar  off  in  a  cloud  of  unlike- 
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ness,"  then  we  perceive  the  lack,  the 
deficiency  in  ourselves;  then  we  turn 
our  faces  toward  him,  and  our 
hearts;  then  we  have  entered  on  the 
path;  then,  as  we  conform  our 
minds,  our  acts  to  his,  seeking  to 
follow  as  he  bids  us  follow,  we 
learn  to  catch  the  flutter  of  his  gar- 
ment as  he  makes  the  turn  before  us; 
we  see  the  fresh  foot-prints  in  the 
path  ahead,  and  tones  of  his  voice 
are  blown  back  to  us,  growing  clear- 
er as  the  distance  lessens. 

Seeking,  seeking ;  conforming  with- 
out lessening  zeal — so  eager  is  the 
search — we  grow  into  that  marvel- 
lous consciousness,  partake  of  some 
small  corner  of  it,  and  there  know 
face  to  face  communion  with  him, 
growing  deeper,  stronger,  fuller  day 
by  day,  as  love  and  faith  and  obedi- 
ence draw  us  closer  to  his  heart, 
until  at  last  no  friend  is  so  near  as 
that  friend,  no  communion  so  com- 
plete, no  realization  so  vivid  and 
so   constant. 

But  the  path  is  the  path  of  like- 
ness, for  which  we  must  strive  with 
virile    power.      Only    in    unlikeness 
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can  we  be  afar  off  from  a  love  so 
perfect  as  his. 


75 


There  is  a  wonderful  story  told  of 
the  Master, — a  tradition  of  the 
Egyptian  Lodge,  which  has  many 
traditions  of  him.  That  once  he  was 
travelling  in  the  desert  with  two 
disciples,  and  received  the  hospital- 
ity of  some  Arabs.  And  when  the 
evening  came,  and  the  stars  were 
throbbing  in  the  sky,  he  sat  at  the 
door  of  his  tent  and  began  to  sing — 
he,  the  mighty  musician,  the  Master 
of  harmony.  And  a  great  hush  fell. 
The  Arabs  crept  up  to  hear  him, 
drawing  closer  and  closer,  charmed 
by  the  power  of  that  marvellous 
voice.  To  them  it  seemed  that  Is- 
rafel  had  come  forth  from  the  gate- 
ways of  Paradise  and  descended  in 
their  midst 

With  the  magic  of  that  sound  the 
night  was  filled,  so  that  the  stars 
grew  more  luminous  with  listening, 
and  the  cool  breath  of  the  desert  was 
alive  with  seraphs  of  folded  wings. 
And  he  sang  and  sang  until  the  lis- 
tening world  could  bear  such  beauty 
no  more;  and  there  came  a  cry, 
wrung  from  its  heart;  and  when  the 
cry  had  lifted  to  the  stars  and  was 

76 


lost  among  them,  lo!  the  Master  had 
gone. 

Since  then  they  have  sought  him 
throughout  the  desert,  the  marvel- 
lous singer — those  Arabs  and  their 
descendants,  though  they  never  speak 
of  it.  But  there,  where  he  stopped 
and  sang  not  so  many  years  ago, 
echoes  can  still  be  heard  of  the  mu- 
sic he  left, — undying  music; — and 
across  the  evening  sky,  when  the 
stars  come  out,  long  troops  of  angels 
travel,  keeping  sacred  the  very  air 
that  vibrates  still  to  the  lasting 
melodies  he  gave. 
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To-day  is  the  day  of  psychic  dreams, 
and  on  all  planes.  The  material 
world  by  one  turn  of  revolution  is 
to  become  a  paradise;  and  the  joys 
of  earth,  not  raised  to  heaven,  but 
the  power  of  heaven  dragged  down 
to  minister  to  earth.  So  the  mate- 
rialists. But  are  the  "spiritually 
minded" — I  use  a  phrase  I  heard  in 
this  connection  the  other  day — who 
float  in  cloud-land  visions  and 
sounds  and  fancies,  who  deny  the 
stern  facts  of  life,  and  who  often 
ignore  its  duties,  less  dreamers  than 
these? 

Quietly,  unknown,  unthanked,  the 
real  workers  for  humanity  toil  on, 
winning  by  self-sacrifice  and  self- 
discipline  a  footing  for  the  world 
to  climb  by,  while  far,  far  be- 
neath, least  known  perhaps  to  those 
who  cry  it  most,  the  mighty  stream 
of  spiritual  life  is  gathering  for  its 
flood. 

And  so  men  prate  of  the  inner 
life !  Strange  fantastic  twistings 
has  this  great  truth  received,  this 
kernel  of  truth ;  for  today  forsooth 
the  truth  must  be   made   to  fit  the 
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mind,  not  the  mind  expanded  to  the 
truth ! 

Where  is  the  inner  life?  Is  this 
change  in  material  employment  the 
difference  between  an  inner  and  an 
outer  life?  These  hours  of  vain 
striving  to  keep  the  mind  on  one 
spiritual  thought — is  this  medita- 
tion? The  truth  lies  deeper  than  the 
mind,  deeper  often  than  the  heart — 
untrained,  and  therefore  often  un- 
responsive. The  truth  itself  when 
materialized  is  lost;  for  everything 
material  is  lost.  What  is  material- 
ity but  death? 

Affairs  of  the  outer  life,  or  cir- 
cumstances there,  do  not  affect  the 
inner  life  at  all — only  it  affects 
them,  in  that  living  an  inner  life  a 
great  light  shall  shine  forth  through 
all  you  do  or  say,  and  the  colourless 
trivialities  of  your  daily  round  shall 
be  illumined  from  within,  and  glori- 
fied. Therefore  no  need  for  this 
concern  with  outer  doings;  for  this 
light,  inwardly  burning,  shall  bring 
of  itself  a  subtile  change  in  act  and 
word,  which  of  yourself  alone  you 
never  could   have  wrought.  .  . 
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Remember  to  look  for  the  War- 
rior who  shall  fight  Therefore  the 
first  step  is  one  of  retreat,  the  first 
force  constrictive.  For  we  cannot 
enter  upon  the  Path  until  we  have 
found  the  Gate,  and  that  Gate  is 
in  the  heart; — in  each  man's  heart 
for  himself,  which,  passing  through, 
he  travels  upon  a  road,  broad  as  the 
universe,  reaching  upward  to  the 
stars,  from  the  hell  he  has  left  be- 
hind. 

Leave  details  aside:  they  quickly 
fall  into  line  when  great  principles 
have  command  and  engage  the 
thought  and  energy.  For  great  prin- 
ciples are  not  material  but  imma- 
terial. Nor  is  soul  life  found  in 
the  activities  of  the  body  or  brain, 
which  can  never,  rightly  used,  be 
more  than  vehicles  and  expressions. 
I  feel  the  hopelessness  in  what  I  say 
of  reaching  some  of  the  souls  I  long 
to  reach,  the  more  that  they  know 
by  heart  the  form  of  words  that  I 
must  use.  They  have  made  a  drug 
of  them  with  which  to  deepen  their 
slumber,      and     brighten     it     with 

80 


dreams.  Alas!  that  dreams  should 
be  that  which  is  most  real,  and  what 
you  call  the  "waking  life"  a  shadow 
and  illusion.  All  that  is  real  in  it, 
all  that  gives  it  semblance  of  truth, 
is  the  admixture  of  soul  life, — only 
a  drop  with  some,  but  forming  the 
centre  for  their  fancy  to  weave 
about,  making  pictures  and  images; 
and  lost  in  contemplating  these,  they 
forget  all  else  and  finally  deny  the 
possibility  of  other  forms  of  exist- 
ence; grasping  the  shadow,  lose  the 
substance,  and  sell  their  birthright 
for  a  mess  of  pottage.  That  is  true 
of  almost  everyone,  not  alone  of 
the  ordinary  man,  but  of  would-be 
disciples.  Indeed,  with  these  latter 
it  is  worse,  for  the  reason  I 
have  touched  on,  that  higher  things 
are  materialized,  dragged  down  to 
everyday  levels,  and  great  truths  for- 
gotten or  misunderstood.  The  empty 
form  of  words  remaining  is  again 
taken  merely  as  a  starting  point  for 
the  delightful  game  of  fancy  or 
shadow-making,  which  the  psychic 
mind  so  fondly  plays.  And  thus  the 
awakening  power   they   had   is   lost 
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and  another  effort  fruitless. 

After  all  these  years  of  work,  of 
enormous  sacrifice  and  expenditure 
of  force,  with  countless  activities  and 
an  ever  swelling  army  of  candidates, 
tell  me  how  many  disciples  are 
there?  How  many  who  lead  the  in- 
ner life?  Each  heart  in  silence  may 
question  itself,  and  answer  whether 
its  name  could  be  enrolled  among 
the  few. 

Oh!  humanity,  too  long,  too  long 
have  you  wandered  in  the  gardens 
of  material  existence,  plucking  flow- 
ers which  faded  in  your  hands,  and 
whose  very  picking  you  paid  for  in 
the  cruel  sting  of  thorns.  Know 
you  not  there  is  another  garden 
where  flowers  far  more  beautiful 
never  fade,  nor  are  you  torn  in 
grasping  them.  O !  humanity,  too 
long,  too  long  you  linger  on  the 
way.     O!   slumbering  souls,   awake! 
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Men  have  been  taught  to  regard 
religion  as  set  over  against  the  world, 
and  that  the  world  and  the  things  of 
the  world  must  be  surrendered;  mak- 
ing of  life  a  dual  thing.  Theosophy 
insists  upon  essential  unity;  declares 
that  all  duality  is  an  appearance 
only — one  of  the  snares  of  Mara — 
and  though  never  attempting  to  de- 
ny the  appearance^-on  the  contrary, 
accepting  it  on  its  own  plane,  and 
allowing  and  providing  for  it  there 
— asserts  that  life  is  misunderstood 
until  this  fundamental  truth  is  fully 
accepted.  Its  realization  belongs  to 
the  second  birth,  "the  birth  from 
above,"  when  the  mortal  has  put  on 
some  measure  of  immortality,  and 
so  may  have  consciousness  of  the 
laws  and  conditions  of  an  immortal 
world. 

Personal  life,  when  mistaken  or 
sinful,  has  to  be  given  up  in  many 
of  its  expressions,  until  those  ex- 
pressions, purified  and  understood, 
can  be  experienced  as  expressions 
of  the  soul.  This  giving  up,  how- 
ever, is  in  reality  only  temporary, 
and  in   order  that  we  may  possess 
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more  fully  and  truly  later  on. 

The  Master  did  not  come  to  take 
things  away  from  us,  but  to  give 
them  to  us;  "I  am  come  that  they 
might  have  life,  and  that  they  might 
have  it  more  abundantly."  He  set 
the  sword  of  his  division  between 
the  world  and  the  spirit,  until  such 
time  as  man  shall  see  that  the  world 
is  but  an  expression  of  the  spirit; 
that  happiness — personal  happiness 
— lies  in  obedience  to  the  laws  of 
the  spirit;  until,  in  other  words,  the 
kingdom  of  God  shall  come  in  our 
hearts.  Then  there  is  peace ;  and 
man  enters  again  the  Garden  of 
Eden  from  which  disobedience  drove 
him  forth.  Then  the  lion  and  the 
lamb  shall  lie  down  together,  and 
the  desert  shall  blossom  as  the  rose; 
and  he  who  has  become  as  a  little 
child  shall  live  in  the  midst.  Dear 
vision  of  Paradise!  Man  has  never 
lost  it  and  never  will,  until  some 
day  its  reality  is  ours,  when  by  the 
path  of  obedience  we  return  whence 
we  came. 

All  that  God  created  was  "good," 
and     he     created     all     things,  —  in 
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heaven  above  and  in  earth  beneath, 
and  in  the  waters  under  the  earth. 
Therefore  Nature  in  all  her  phases 
is  divine,  an  expression  of  God,  an 
incarnation  of  God,  because  essen- 
tially one  with  the  spirit  of  God,  and 
perfectly  obedient  to  his  law.  But 
only  to  the  pure  in  heart  is  the  vi- 
sion of  God   assured. 

The  attainment  of  self-conscious- 
ness, God's  greatest  and  last  gift  to 
man,  necessitates  the  action  of  free 
will;  and  so  man  experiments  with 
Nature,  misunderstanding  and  de- 
grading and  befouling  her,  and  then 
turns  in  wrath  upon  the  deformities 
he  has  created.  It  is,  however,  only 
in  the  sphere  where  his  limited  de- 
gree of  consciousness  operates,  that 
this  has  occurred;  great  Nature  her- 
self remains  uncontaminated,  and  in 
time  filters  even  his  evil  to  the 
sweetness  of  her  own  eternal  purity. 
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For  evil  has  no  existence  of  itself, 
even  as  mind  has  no  existence  of  it- 
self. Mind  is  the  creator  of  evil, 
and  both  are  essentially  non-exist- 
ent— the  great  delusion.  Mind  is 
but  a  point  in  consciousness, — con- 
sciousness limited  rather  than  uni- 
versal. The  man's  mind  marks  the 
content  or  limitation  of  his  conscious- 
ness; so  that  while  the  action  of  the 
mind  on  this  plane  is  positive,  it  is, 
in  and  of  itself,  negative,  and  can  be 
made  truly  positive  only  as  it  becomes 
an  expression  of  spiritual  will.  For 
Occultism  defines  mind  as  the  resul- 
tant of  the  action  and  re-action  of 
the  spiritual  will  (Buddhi)  upon  the 
various  planes  of  the  psychic  world, 
and  maintains  that  man  has  to  travel 
by  the  law  of  cyclic  progression, 
along  the  pathway  thus  cleared, 
back  to  consciousness  itself;  self- 
consciousness  having  been  gained  in 
the  process,  since  consciousness  has 
seen  itself  reflected  in  the  mirror  of 
the   lower   worlds. 

One  may  travel  the  way  to  the 
Path  by  means  of  knowledge,  for 
knowledge  will  lead  to  love.    But  he 
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who  can  love  is  on  the  Path  already, 
since  God  is  Love,  and  in  loving 
we  hold  God  by  the  hand. 
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Your  situation  is  fraught  with  dif- 
ficulties, but  you  can  see  what  it  is 
doing  for  you,  and  that  makes  it 
easier.  You  have  brought  all  this 
upon  yourself  by  your  own  ardour 
and  the  working  of  the  inner  fire. 
School  yourself  as  you  are  doing; 
preserve  your  clearness  of  vision,  for 
mental  confusion  would  be  fraught 
with  danger.  Keep  faith,  and,  as 
far  as  possible,  serenity.  Here  are 
your  present  lessons,  fitting  you  for 
greater  work.  .  .  In  the  stillness  of 
these  days  let  your  heart  grow,  liv- 
ing with  nature  which  you  love. 
These  times  of  quiet  are  needed  to 
draw  in  deep  draughts  of  peace  and 
harmony.  This  is  your  trust;  and, 
keeping  it  faithfully,  from  your  con- 
vent stillness  will  go  forth  a  power 
to  aid  the  world.  You  have  the 
wish  of  your  heart, — what  I  have 
always  read  there, — to  work  behind 
the  scenes,  distributing  blessings 
which  those  who  receive  know  not 
of.  But  have  patience  when  the 
other  demands  come.  There  are 
reasons  for  it  all,  and  you  will  trust 
me.  .  . 
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Dear  child,  I  pity  you,  and  yet  the 
way  is  clear  enough.  Again  the 
darkness  gathers  and  the  struggle 
comes:  but  what  of  that?  Another 
turning  point  in  the  journey;  another 
lesson  learned.  Take  heart  and  bat- 
tle on.  Much,  much  is  there  to  try 
you;  but  much,  much  have  you  to 
learn.  Do  not  fear  and  fight  your- 
self so.  Too  much  struggle ;  too  lit- 
tle faith  and  calm.  Can  you  not  rest 
on  the  eternal  verities?  Knowing 
the  great  depths  below,  consider 
not  the  ripples  on  the  surface  of  the 
water.  Great  pain !  I  know  your 
pain,  but  also  your  great  privileges. 
I  know  you  mean  to  be  true  and  do 
rightly,  whatever  the  cost.  Do  it 
then;  and  remember, — it  loill  cost 
something ;  that  is  inevitable.  Also 
you  do  not  need  more  instruction, 
but  to  live  by  what  you  know.  You 
have  that  within  which  brings  you 
in  close  contact  with  truth  and 
knowledge,  from  which  you  can 
learn  all:  only  the  brain  stands 
between,  anfl  that  you  can  conquer 
by  purification.  These  matters — all 
— of  personality  especially,  you  will 
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understand  bit  by  bit.  Meditation 
will  do  it.  Do  not  strive  so  after 
it;   let  it  come.  .  . 

You  see  how  help  given  another, 
returns  to  you.  Loving,  unselfish 
thought  expended,  returns  as  inspi- 
ration. I  know  you  had  no  thought 
of  reward, — that  is  just  the  point: 
merely  an  intense  desire  that  the 
good  should  be  accomplished.  Fol- 
low these  impulses  always.  The 
angels  garner  them  like  lilies,  trans- 
planting them  to  heaven  where  they 
bloom  in  immortal  beauty  for  the 
joy  and  healing  of  the  nations.  Kind 
deeds  are  helpful.  So  are  kindly 
words, — as  all  men  know.  But  kind- 
ly thoughts  and  wishes  are  more 
helpful  still :  most  helpful  are  our 
prayers.  .  . 

A  holy  light  and  a  blessing  sur- 
round you  to-night  from  which  you 
may  gather  strength  and  comfort  in 
the  darkness  through  which  you  are 
struggling.  Open  your  heart  to  these 
influences  and  drink  them  in  as  a 
flower  the  dew  in  the  quiet  hush  of 
the  night.  Fear  not,  oh!  suffering 
heart,  oh!  wilful,  struggling  nature. 
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I  know  your  pain  and  burden,  and 
the  heavy  pressure  of  life  upon  you. 
But  in  time  you  shall  understand 
better,  and  meanwhile,  courage  and 
patience.  .  . 

We  do  not  need  to  see  our  way 
ahead;  we  only  need  to  see  our  next 
step.  If  you  could  see  your  way 
ahead  today,  you  would  be  far  more 
bewildered  than  you  are.  What  use 
is  information  to  a  man  who  cannot 
transform  it  into  knowledge,  and 
that  knowledge  into  wisdom?  More 
often  he  is  blinder  than  before; 
sometimes  it  destroys  him.  Look  at 
your  modern  education  (forbid  the 
word  in  such  connection ! )  :  how 
many  souls  has  it  drawn  forth  from 
personal  and  material  life  to  flourish 
in  the  world  of  light  and  reality? 
And  by  such  harvests  shall  you 
judge  of  things,  as  must  all  who 
believe  in  immortality.  Efficiency? 
yes,  that  is  a  test.  But  efficiency  in 
what?  In  muscle?  in  brain?  or  in 
spirit?  Which  of  these  three  wit- 
ness more  than  one  short  earthly 
span?  We  who  are  builders,  not  of 
time  but  of  eternity,  and  who  there- 
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fore  keep  mastery  of  time,  can  have 
but  one  reply.  Are  not  these  eter- 
nal verities?     Rest  in  them. 

And  for  the  knowledge  which 
leads  to  wisdom — meditate,  meditate, 
meditate:  all  lies  in  that.  Melt  all 
experience  in  the  crucible  of  the 
heart;  brood  over  it  there  in  peace, 
and  bring  it  forth  again  pure  gold 
of  vision  and  inspiration.  The 
whole  universe  is  waiting  to  reveal 
itself  to  you ;  the  mysteries  of  na- 
ture need  only  your  'Open  Sesame," 
for  you  to  become  partaker  of  their 
deepest  secrets.  Therefore  seek  pur- 
ity, without  which  there  is  no  vision ; 
obedience,  without  which  there  is  no 
power ;  courage,  without  which  there 
is  no  advance.  And  so  good  night, 
and  my  blessing. 
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He  who  asks  a  question  is  good;  he 
who  asks  seven  is  better,  fourteen, 
better  still, — so  be  that  they  are  ques- 
tions springing  from  the  heart,  not 
idle  ripples  on  the  surface  of  a  rest- 
less mind. 
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Christ  is  indeed  to  be  taken  liter- 
ally, and  yet  that  literalness  must  be 
of  a  spiritual  kind.  In  other  words, 
we  must  follow  literally  the  spirit 
of  his  life  and  teaching,  not  lose 
ourselves  in  the  letter.  Because 
Christ  wore  his  hair  long,  dressed  in 
white  and  flowing  garments,  went 
barefoot,  all  in  conformity  with  his 
time  and  country,  it  does  not  follow 
in  the  least  that  we  too  should  wear 
long  hair,  white  garments,  and  go 
shoeless. 

It  does  show  the  value  of  con- 
formity, however, — of  the  simple 
acceptance  of  outward  conditions 
as  we  find  them  prepared  for  us;  the 
willingness,  so  far  as  circumstances 
go,  to  adapt  ourselves  to  our  time 
and  our  surroundings,  and  to  turn 
the  force  of  our  life  into  the  things 
of  the  inner  world,  as  Christ  did. 
He  did  not  neglect  the  outer  world; 
he  accepted  it.  But  in  it  he  found 
the  radiance  of  the  spiritual  world, 
and  he  lived  in  that  radiance,  and 
strove  to  make  it  manifest  by  pre- 
cept and  example.  He  himself  was 
the    light   shining   in    the    darkness, 
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and  the  darkness  comprehended  him 
not. 

The  social  and  political  conditions 
of  his  day  he  entirely  ignored:  his 
only  political  utterances  were — to 
render  unto  Caesar  the  things  that 
are  Caesar's;  and  his  reiterated 
statement  that  his  kingdom  was  not 
of  this  world,  proclaiming  to  Pilate, 
when  he  stood  as  a  malefactor  be- 
fore him,  "Thou  sayest  that  I  am, — 
a  King."  "The  letter  killeth  and 
the  spirit  giveth  life."  Only  as  we 
follow  literally  the  spirit  of  his  life 
and  teaching,  what  he  said  and  what 
he  did,  can  we  be  considered  in  any 
sense  to  be  following  him.  The  ac- 
tual, physical  act  or  word  was  but 
the  outward  symbol  of  the  spirit,  al- 
tering with  each  age  and  place,  and 
ephemeral  as  a  flower. 

With  marvellous  poetic  tenderness 
he  touched  even  these  passing  things, 
leaving  upon  them  an  immortality 
of  beauty,  as  he  fashioned  them  to 
his  own  use  in  illustration  and  par- 
able. He  made  them  conveyers  of 
his  message.  And  so  another  great 
lesson  is  borne  home  to  us,  that  ali 
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life  is  a  symbol,  and  that  each  mani- 
fested detail  of  it  should  be  so  used 
by  us, — used  for  deep  spiritual  pur- 
poses, and  to  convey  the  eternal 
truth  within. 

Also  we  see  thereby  that  the  two 
lives  cannot  be  divorced,  the  inner 
and  the  outer:  they  are  in  reality 
the  same.  But  again  the  spirit  de- 
termines; in  it  alone  lies  the  germ 
of  life;  without  it  the  symbol  is 
dead,  and  stares  at  ds  like  the  shut- 
terless  windows  of  a  deserted  house. 

To  follow  thus  the  life  and  teach- 
ing of  Christ  is  to  take  them  liter- 
ally. Yet,  blindly  to  follow  the 
word  without  regard  to  its  spiritual 
significance,  is  completely  to  disre- 
gard all  that  he  represents.  He  bade 
us  forsake  all  to  follow  him,  and 
how  complete  this  renunciation  must 
be,  it  is  evident  that  only  those  who 
have  made  themselves  his  high  dis- 
ciples can  realize,  when  the  last 
vestige  of  self-love  and  self-seeking 
have  been  torn  from  the  heart.  So, 
too,  we  are  told  that  "he  that  loveth 
father  or  mother  more  than  me  is 
not  worthy  of  me."    Does  this  mean 
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lack  of  filial  love  and  respect  and 
obedience — when  his  last  human  act 
upon  the  Cross  was  a  provision  for 
the  care  and  love  for  his  own  mother 
which  he  could  no  longer  give? 
Does  "forsake  all"  mean  that  we 
shall  part  with  the  burden  and  re- 
sponsibility of  our  wealth,  when  the 
parable  bids  us  double  oar  talents 
and  return  them  to  the  giver  with 
usury?  In  all  time  men  have  been 
willing  to  surrender  everything  ex- 
cept their  own  wills;  and  so  they 
have  cried  Lo !  here  and  Lo !  there, 
as  the  Master  said  they  would;  and 
few  indeed  have  found  that  strait 
and  narrow  gate  of  self-renuncia- 
tion. 

But  read  in  that  light  and  in  that 
light  alone,  the  life  and  teaching  of 
Christ  are  as  plain  and  simple  as  the 
daylight,  present  no  problems,  show 
no  contradictions;  and  no  other  in- 
terpretation ever  has  or  ever  will 
prove  satisfactory.  We  are  super- 
ficial in  our  literalness,  if  the  truth 
be  told.  We  try  to  make  bargains 
with  God,  calling  them  his ;  but  God 
never  bargains,  and  is  silent  at  our 
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railings  against  his  refusal  of  con- 
tracts. He  gave  us  free-will  and 
has  been  true  to  that  gift  in  the  limi- 
tations imposed.  The  path  is  open 
and  free,  but  there  is  no  coercion  to 
walk  in  it.  Indeed  he  will  not  ac- 
cept us  until  we  come  to  him  wil- 
lingly. 

The  mysteries  of  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven  are  mysteries  save  for  disci- 
ples; to  the  multitude  even  the  great 
Master  himself  was  obliged  to  speak 
in  parables,  because  of  their  lack  of 
understanding,  and  the  hardness  of 
their  hearts.  Especial  maturity  is 
needed  for  certain  kinds  of  com- 
prehension. There  are  things  I 
cannot  tell  a  child  no  matter 
how  much  I  may  desire  to  do 
so.  When  we  repent  and  become 
as  little  children,  we  recognize 
this  momentous  distinction,  and  so 
have  made  the  first  step  towards 
obtaining  the  knowledge  that  we 
seek.  For  then  we  shall  strive 
to  "grow  up"  in  the  spiritual  life 
as  simple  obedient  children  will, 
and  in  that  atmosphere,  and  in 
that    atmosphere    alone,    our    pow- 
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ers  and  faculties  will  develop. 
"He  who  is  perfected  in  devotion 
findeth  spiritual  knowledge  spring- 
ing up  in  himself  in  the  progress  of 
time." 
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Disappointment,  you  say,  is  one  of 
the  greatest  sorrows  in  life — and 
when  you  say  that,  I  must  agree 
with  you. 

But  I  would  ask  you  to  look  into 
the  matter  with  me;  for  all  sorrow 
has  meaning,  nay,  even  blessing, 
hidden  in  its  heart;  and  the  heart 
of  life  is  what  we  are  seeking,  you 
and  I. 

Why  are  we  disappointed? 

Because  something  we  longed  for 
has  been  denied,  or  something  we 
loved  has  been  taken  away.  With- 
out our  cherished  plan  or  object,  life 
loses  purpose  and  attractiveness, 
and  settles  into  the  perpetual  grey- 
ness  of  a  November  day.  There  are 
those  who  love  their  Novembers, 
however.  Not  from  a  morbid  love 
of  an  indulged  sadness — the  re- 
action of  undigested  experience, — but 
from  the  trained  ability  to  perceive 
subtile  tones  of  beauty;  that  keener 
vision  which  senses  the  finer  colour 
gradations  unmarked  by  the  ordi- 
nary eye. 

So,  also,  when  in  this  month  the 
Church    reminds    us    of    our    dead, 
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those  of  spiritual  thought  and  heart 
do  not  mourn  "as  those  without 
hope";  but,  facing  our  Good  Friday 
in  the  light  of  Easter  Day,  experi- 
ence some  meaning  of  the  Commun- 
ion of  Saints,  catch  some  vision  of 
the  immortality  of  love,  and  so  place 
our  feet  on  the  bed-rock  of  life  and 
know  the  peace  of  its  security.  Noth- 
ing less  immortal  than  itself  can 
ever  satisfy  an  immortal  soul.  The 
Divine  Powers,  knowing  this,  break 
or  disentangle  one  by  one  all  our 
attachments  unrooted  in  the  Eternal, 
drawing  us  back  from  them  before 
the  tie  becomes  too  strong  for  sever- 
ance. 

So  disappointments,  maybe,  are 
calls  for  home ;  and  much  of  the 
misunderstood  pain  in  them  lies  in 
the  nostalgia  they  awaken  for  the 
heritage  we  have  lost  or  not  yet 
gained,  but  which  shall  surely  yet  be 
ours. 

For  under  the  veil  of  sorrow  and 
disillusionment  an  Infinite  compas- 
sion is  drawing  us, — patient  with 
our  Impatience,  tender  with  our 
blindness     and     rebellion, — drawing 
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us  surely  to  our  enlightenment  and 
to  our  joy. 
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Deeper  than  your  plummet  hath 
ever  sounded,  higher  than  your  soul 
in  its  highest  aspirations  hath  ever 
soared,  lies  your  field  of  effort. 
There,  where  only  the  bravest  dare, 
where  only  the  wisest  guess  at  prob- 
lems yet  unsolved, — there  you  shall 
make  your  goal.  Naught  short  of 
this  shall  content  you,  or  satisfy  the 
hunger  of  your  heart.  Through 
lives  of  toil,  if  need  be,  you  will 
ceaselessly  strive  and  search ;  sac- 
rificing joy,  triumphing  over  pain 
and  sorrow.  Burdens  shall  not  turn 
you  aside,  dangers  affright,  or  suf- 
fering daunt  you.  Through  the 
darkness  or  through  the  light,  you 
will  unwaveringly  hold  your  way; 
swayed  by  naught,  tempted  by 
naught,  terrified  by  naught.  In  the 
dark  hours  of  anguish  you  will  not 
forget  your  mission,  nor  in  the  smil- 
ing hour  of  joy.  The  fire  will  burn 
you,  and  the  icy  blasts  will  freeze, 
demons  assail  and  mock  you ; — no 
torments  of  the  outer  world  these, 
but  of  the  inner — a  thousand-fold 
more  bitter.  But  you  shall  go  on 
unmoved,  treading  under  foot  the 
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quivering  heart  and  mind,  grasping 
with  an  iron  will  the  knowledge  of 
your  own  divinity. 

Arise,  and  seize  the  power  and 
the  knowledge  which  are  yours, 
won  by  your  blood  of  crucifixion. 

Arise!  All  nature  rises  with  you 
to  salute  and  praise.  Power  and 
knowledge  for  the  souls  you  love, 
won  for  them  by  your  life.  O  noble 
destiny!  O  glorious  heritage  of 
soul! 

Arise,  and  take  thine  own! 
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Abide  a  while  in  the  Silence.  It  is 
dark  and  fearsome  at  first;  the  heart 
will  shrink,  the  mind  be  dulled  and 
bewildered,  the  soul  dissolved  in 
an  anguish  of  despair. 

Courage  and  wait;  all  these  will 
pass.  They  are  the  phantasmagoria 
of  the  lower  life,  making  a  final 
stand  against  thee,  striving  once 
more  to  draw  thee  back  into  the 
moonlight  of  the  lower  world. 
Cover  thy  head  and  fix  thy  gaze. 
Remain  immovable  as  a  rock.  Look 
at  naught,  consider  naught.  All  that 
comes  to  thee  out  of  this  blackness, — 
mouthing  faces  of  derision,  distant 
wailings  of  despair, — all,  all  must 
pass. 

Beware  lest  thou  shouldst  look  or 
listen,  lest,  feeling  the  life  of  sen- 
sation slipping  from  thee,  thou 
shouldst  cling  to  even  these.  Some 
have,  and  such  go  mad.  For  so  it 
must  be.    Patience  and  endure! 

The  blackness  grows  more  dense, 
the  silence  deeper.  The  disciple 
feels  but  the  anguished  beating  of 
his   heart,   the  mad  pulsing  of   the 
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blood  within  his  veins.  Endure,  en- 
dure !  Those  who  cannot  endure, 
cry  out,  and  in  that  cry  oblivion 
conies ;  and  when  they  wake,  the  soul 
is  once  more  bound,  more  fiercely 
than  before,  in  all  the  fetters  of  ma- 
terial life. 

Make  one  last  effort;  draw  to- 
gether all  the  powers  of  the  soul. 
Still  the  beating  heart  and  the  puls- 
ing blood.  Then  comes  the  moment 
supreme  of  all  thy  life,  the  moment 
when  the  Silence  is  complete. 

Abiding  in  that  Silence,  the  ces- 
sation of  sensation  and  emotion, 
at  last  the  other  sounds  may 
come.  Faintly  at  first,  but  sweet 
and  tender,  they  break  upon  the 
awakened  inner  ear.  Then  thou 
wilt  know  that  the  Silence  was 
no  silence;  it  was  filled  with  sound. 
The  darkness  was  not  dark,  it  was 
full  of  light; — the  sound  and  light 
of  the  heavenly  worlds.  But  thou 
wast  deaf  and  couldst  not  hear; 
thine  eyes  were  closed.  Now  there 
is  no  more  silence,  no  more  dark- 
ness.   Whatever  else  of  sorrow  may 
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betide,  these  two  are  ended.  And 
the  Master's  voice  saying,  Well 
done,  is  the  sweetest  sound  that 
greets  the  new-born  ear. 

•  •••», 

These  words  are  written  within 
the  Temple,  upon  the  lintels  of  the 
doorway  leading  to  the  third  cham- 
ber. Within  is  written  nothing;  it  is 
the  only  chamber  absolutely  bare. 
Yet  in  a  certain  light,  for  those  who 
return  there  after  further  progress, 
may  be  seen  marvellous  texts  and 
pictures  flaming  in  letters  of  gold 
across  its  walls. 
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You  say  you  do  not  wish  to  be  a 
"saint";  that  virtuous  living  and 
simple  manliness  suffice.  So  be  it: 
and  yet  I  wonder.  For  God's  design 
for  every  human  soul  is  saintliness; 
in  spiritual  things,  perfection.  And 
I  ask:  how  may  a  man  escape  his 
destiny;  cross  God's  will  with  his 
own;  defeat  God's  plan?  Sooner  or 
later  it  must  come,  that  absolute  sur- 
render. Why  postpone  the  day  and 
its  great  peace? 
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Before  active  discipleship  is  possible 
there  must  be  preparation.  Christ 
had  thirty  years  of  preparation  for 
three  years  of  service.  In  those 
years  of  preparation  we  take  the 
three  vows, — poverty,  chastity,  obe- 
dience. And  these  vows  are  no  mere 
surface  or  exterior  acts;  they  are 
conditions  of  personal  consciousness 
to  be  made  inherent  parts  of  our- 
selves. 

The  first  vow  to  be  taken  is  pov- 
erty; the  heart  must  be  utterly  emp- 
tied of  itself;  and  for  the  comple- 
tion of  this  we  pass  into  the  "wil- 
derness." All  the  saints  have  spoken 
of  the  dryness  they  have  known,  the 
dark  hours  when  even  prayer  was 
distasteful.  As  says  Light  on  the 
Path,  few  pass  through  this  experi- 
ence without  bitter  complaint.  Yet 
it  is  an  essential  process,  when  one 
by  one  everything  is  surrendered, 
even  those  spiritual  consolations 
whose  absence  it  is  so  difficult  to  en- 
dure, or  even  to  understand.  This 
process,  if  not  complete  the  first 
time,  must  be  repeated,  and  therefore 
is  often  repeated.  Even  the  least 
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sediment  of  remaining  self-seeking, 
V'ill  draw  to  itself,  subtly,  other  par- 
ticles of  like  nature ;  and  then  once 
more  the  dark  days  must  come,  lest 
again  we  should  fall  back  into  the 
slavery  we  were  leaving  and  which 
we  must  leave  behind  forever  if  the 
goal  is  to  be  won.  The  disciple  dreads 
only  the  slavery  to  himself;  all  other 
slavery  is  but  a  shadow,  and  has  no 
meaning  for  him.  So  that  the  "free- 
dom" sought  by  men  today,  appears 
in  his  eyes  as  the  shackles  of  a 
heavy  bondage.  The  kingdom  is 
promised  to  the  poor  in  spirit, — 
hence  our  poverty  must  include  this 
of  the  spirit  also,  in  glad  submis- 
sion. 

When  the  heart  is  altogether  emp- 
tied we  are  ready  for  the  second 
vow,  only  possible  of  taking  when 
our  own  tainted  possessions  are  re- 
moved, that  the  divine  purity  of  the 
Master  may  fill  us  in  their  stead. 
Were  he  to  pour  his  grace  into  a 
polluted  vessel,  it  would  itself  be- 
come polluted  also.  Therefore,  the 
vessel  must  be  cleansed.  True 
chastity    does   not    consist    alone    in 
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outward  form  or  restriction ;  it  is  the 
undimmed  reflection  in  human  heart 
and  mind  and  will  of  the  radiant 
whiteness  of  the  Father.  When  this 
vow  has  been  taken  we  become  tab- 
ernacles of  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Cleansed  by  poverty,  filled  with 
his  purity  (who  alone  is  pure),  we 
may  see  him, — since  the  pure  in 
heart  see  God, — and  then  for  the 
first  time  seeing,  may  recognize  and 
understand  his  will.  So  we  take  our 
third  vow,  that  of  obedience;  until 
then  impossible  of  taking  save  in 
dim,  distorted  fashion,  but  now 
clearly,  definitely,  and  so  with  joy. 
Let  us  not  ignore  the  part  that  joy 
plays  in  discipleship,  lest  we  confuse 
ourselves.  While  there  is  effort  in 
these  matters  we  are  aspirants, 
struggling  upwards;  and  all  effort 
is  adjoined  to  pain.  But  from  that 
pain  and  aspiration  mingled,  love  is 
born, — and  all  things  done  for  love 
are  full  of  joy.  Therefore,  that 
which  appears  as  suffering  from  be- 
low, the  disciple  knows  as  ecstasy. 
These  things  are  a  mystery,  as  part 
of  the  mysteries.  He  that  hath  ears 
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to  hear,  let  him  hear. 

When  the  three  vows  are  taken 
we  may  venture  to  work  without 
danger  to  others  or  ourselves, — 
without  that  gravest  danger,  of 
thwarting  his  will  and  hindering 
his  plan. 
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A  VOICE  called  from  long,  long  dis- 
tances: "Behold!  Give  earl"  And 
I  raised  my  eyes  and  saw  the  armies 
of  Heaven  marching  across  the  sky, 
and  great  St.  Michael  leading.  And 
as  file  after  file  of  them  passed  in 
endless  crores  of  millions,  I  heard 
the  paeans  of  victory  so  loud  that  the 
roar  of  hell  was  silenced. 

In  my  heart  spoke  another  voice, 
beloved  above  all  voices:  "Remem- 
ber, child,  remember,  when  the  light 
grows  dim  and  in  darkness  the  way 
is  hard  to  find;  when  men's  ears  are 
deaf  and  their  hearts  are  hard  and 
they  will  not  turn  or  listen;  when  all 
your  toil  seems  vain  and  the  goal  an 
endless  vista, — remember  the  armies 
of  Heaven  marching  across  the 
sky,  and  the  great  St.  Michael 
leading." 
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You  cannot  enter  into  communion 
with  me  without  suffering,  for  my 
life  is  a  life  of  suffering;  nor  can 
you  otherwise  know  its  transcendent 
joys,  for  joy  is  its  fruit.  To  go  half- 
ivay  is  misery;  but  all  the  way  ia 
heaven. 
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Believe  neither  the  turmoil  of  your 
emotions  nor  the  restless  hunger  of 
your  heart, — these  with  time  will 
pass;  but  rest  assured  that  joy  lies 
in  the  depths  of  life,  that  happiness 
enfolds  us,  and  that  darkness  and 
shadow  are  unreal  and  passing. 
When  the  gloom  settles  upon  the 
soul,  and  you  feel  the  chill  twi- 
light gathering,  wait  patiently- 
Even  the  night  has  its  stars,  will  we 
but  raise  our  eyes  to  heaven ;  and 
sure,  beyond  all  failing,  the  sun  rises 
with  another  day  at  its  appointed 
hour,  and  in  the  warmth  of  sun- 
shine and  brightness  earth  seems 
born   anew. 

I  remind  you  but  of  what  you 
know.  Nevertheless  I  bid  you,  when 
the  darkness  gathers,  summon  cour- 
age to  face  it,  patience  to  bear  it, 
and  the  faith  that  knows  the  dawn 
is  waiting  and  knows  it  cannot  fail. 
For  God  is  love;  and  the  law,  com- 
passion absolute.  Dare  you  then  to 
say  this  is  not  so?  That  you  are 
singled  out  for  misery  alone? 

O  eyes  so  blinded  by  your  tears! 
O  poor  heart,   rent  with  pain   and 


suffering!  You  have  not  seen  into 
the  depths  of  life,  nor  tasted  the 
last  drop  within  the  cup,  for  those 
who  taste  have  found  it  sweet.  What 
is  the  path  the  Masters  have  trod, 
think  you?  Woe  unutterable,  we 
call  it:  but  they  will  tell  you  that 
in  its  very  sorrow  lies  a  joy;  and  in 
its  sacrifice,  reward  for  all  their 
hopes.  Not  alone  we  walk,  nor  un- 
regarded. The  Master's  eye  notes 
all,  and  his  pity  and  his  love  en- 
wrap each  toiler  like  a  garment. 
Courage  and  patience,  then,  and 
ever,  ever  forward.  Some  day  the 
light  will  shine  and  peace  console 
you,  and  I  shall  greet  the  radiance 
of  your  knowledge  which  will  tell 
me  all  is  well.  .  .  Lo!  like  a  bu- 
gle call  across  the  ocean  of  phys- 
ical existence,  they  bid  us  know — 
those  who  have  "gone  before" — that 
all  is  well.  And  we  may  trust  those 
words  of  theirs,  and  following  the 
path  that  they  have  shown,  loosen 
the  bonds  of  ignorance  and  illusion, 
and  stand  some  day  where  now  they 
stand,  in  full  soul-consciousness,  and 
know  that  it  is  bliss. 
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From  the  letter  of  a  Master: 

Softly  the  daylight  dies,  and  the 
flaming  light  of  the  sunset  fades  in 
the  Western  sky.  The  planet  shows 
above:  a  silver  spark  in  a  sea  of 
violet.  Three  homing  birds — black 
silhouettes — pass  across.  The  fresh- 
ness of  falling  dew  is  in  the  air;  the 
scent  of  grass  and  earth  and  hidden 
flowers.  A  stir  of  insect  life  arises, 
reminiscent  of  vague  memories, 
growing  more  even  in  its  cadences 
as  the  light  grows  more  dim.  The 
day  has  been  full  of  care  and  pres- 
sure—  cross  purposes  —  unfulfilled 
plans.  Tomorrow  I  turn  to  the 
mountains  again,  taking  D — with  me. 
The  mountains!  how  I  have  longed 
for  them  and  their  uplifting  peace. 
My  blessing  upon  you,  child  of  the 
loyal  heart.  Keep  the  flower  in  your 
bosom  fresh.  Treasure  all  within 
your  heart — both  from  above  and 
from  below.  I  always  visit  you 
there:  there  you  come  always  to  me: 
there  lies  mirrored  the  vision  of  the 
everlasting  snows, — their  keen,  pure 
air,  the  sanctity  of  their  silences. 
Keep   that  vision   before  your   eyes. 

117 


So  shall  others  see  it,  even  if  in  their 
blindness  they  cannot  see.  So  shall 
those  darkened  lives  be  touched  by 
some  of  their  exaltation.  Live  for- 
ever upon  those  heights,  wherever 
your  feet  may  tread.  Hush.  Good- 
night My  peace — and  theirs — I 
give  you. 
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Notes  from  a  talk  given  by  one  of 

the  Masters  to  certain  chelas  of 

the  Master  K.  H.: 

I   do  not  ask  any  of  you   to   live 

on  the  summits:  that  were,  as  yet, 

to  ask  too  much.     But  I  do  ask  you 

all  to  live  on  the  summits  of  your 

oivn  attainment.    This  each  one  can 

do. 

Be  unfaltering  in  your  remem- 
brance of  the  privilege  of  service. 
Nothing  is  so  great.  It  is  the  high- 
est boon  that  the  most  spiritual  be- 
ings ask,  the  hall-mark  of  disciple- 
ship,  the  crowning  glory  of  adept- 
ship.  You,  disciples,  who  strive  for- 
ward to  the  hour  of  Initiation,  who 
have  learnt  by  much  sacrifice  and 
tasted  in  many  communions  some- 
what of  the  meaning  of  that  event, 
realize  that  for  you  there  can  be 
no  fatigue,  no  possibility  of  discour- 
agement, no  sense  of  being  overbur- 
dened, no  fear  of  responsibility. 
These  so-called  burdens  are  essen- 
tial attributes  of  service,  and  each 
one  must  be  welcomed  with  reverent 
gratitude  and  joy.  Only  under  the 
pressure  of  incessant  service  can  the 
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disciple  grow.  Does  fatigue  follow? 
Look  deep  within  yourselves  for 
needed  adjustments  here.  At  the 
service  last  night  I  noticed  indica- 
tions of  strain.  These  mean  but  one 
thing:  weak  points.  What  has  a  dis- 
ciple to  do  with  weak  points?  Con- 
sider this.  Discover  the  disharmony 
in  your  natures.  Purify.  Discipline. 
Re-adjust  Each  such  spot  is  a  cen- 
tre of  contagion  for  the  whole  group. 
The  world  behind  you  is  praying 
for  helpers  none  the  less  fervently 
because  its  prayers  are  dumb.  La- 
bour unremittingly,  therefore,  that 
you  may  attain  the  power  to  aid 
them:  lifting  them, — and  so  carrying 
part  of  that  common  weight  of  care 
and  responsibility  which  your  Mas- 
ter serenely  bears,  and  which  it  is 
your  privilege  to  share. 
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VVouLDST  thou  truly  forsake  thy- 
self and  follow  me?  Lift  up  thy 
heart  then,  and  see  again  the  road 
that  thou   must  travel. 

First  thou  shalt  be  filled  with  the 
sense  of  thine  own  nothingness; 
thine  efforts  shall  prove  of  no  avail 
save  more  firmly  to  rivet  thee  in 
the  chains  of  thine  old  sins,  thy  will 
shall  snap  under  thee  like  dried 
twigs,  thy  vision  prove  the  mirage 
of  the  desert,  thy  desires  the  puling 
whimpers  of  a  new-born  babe,  thy 
prayers  the  monotonous  cadence  of  a 
summer  night,  unheard  by  the  stars 
in  heaven.  And  this  shall  last  for 
long,  that  the  iron  of  it  may  enter 
into  the  citadel  of  thy  heart,  where 
pride  and  fear,  contending  against 
me,  would  secure  the  inmost  cham- 
bers from  my  approach.  But  at 
length,  having  drunk  my  cup  of 
anguish  to  the  dregs,  as  in  the  gar- 
den of  old  so  also  to  thee  shall  my 
grace,  like  a  ministering  angel,  ap- 
pear to  comfort  and  refresh  thee. 
Mine  is  the  tyranny  of  love,  that 
breaks  that  it  may  straighten.  How 
couldst  thou  understand  a  love  so 
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infinite,  by  the  pale  shadow  of  thine 
own? 

When  thou  hast  tasted  somewhat 
of  my  comfort,  and,  leaning  on  my 
heart,  hast  learnt  some  secret  of  its 
passion,  then  again  I  must  depart, 
or,  weak  and  treacherous  still,  thou 
wouldst  betray  us  both.  Yet  in  that 
inner  place  where  pride  is  dead 
(though  fear  be  still  enough  alive  to 
suffer),  there,  in  its  death,  and  in 
thy  desolation  at  my  loss,  commin- 
gled, thou  shalt  find  some  whisper 
of  the  truth:  that  as  thy  love  reflects 
my  own,  so  also  does  thy  sorrow; 
that  our  cross  is  borne  together; 
that  in  it  is  an  eternal  comrade- 
ship;— till,  nailed  thereon  by  thy 
complete  consent  to  my  least  will  for 
thee,  thou  shalt  find  thy  spirit  lifted 
on  its  arms  above  that  level  of  an 
earthly  consciousness  to  one  of  para- 
dise, where  there  shall  be  no  more 
death,  neither  sorrow  nor  crying, 
neither  shall  there  be  any  more  pain, 
for  the  former  things  are  passed 
away. 

Again  and  again  the  battle  must 
be  fought  and  won.     It  is  only  for 
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an  interval  that  Nature  can  be  still. 
To  learn  is  impossible  until  the  first 
great  battle  has  been  won :  then  it 
is  always  possible  to  learn,  for  the 
Voice  of  the  Silence  remains  within 
him — my  voice — and  one  day  it  will 
resound  and  separate  his  divine  pos- 
sibilities from  himself.  O  would-be 
disciple,  hear  my  call !  There  is 
need  of  men.  Who  will  lay  down 
his  life  that  he  may  find  it? 
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There  was  great  war  on  earth ;  vast 
armies  meeting  In  the  shock  of  bat- 
tle: war  on  land,  war  on  the  sea, 
war  in  the  upper  reaches  of  the  sky. 
And  the  Angels  who,  by  God's  com- 
mand, keep  (like  faithful  sentinel 
stars)  forever  watch  and  ward  o'er 
men,  saw  and  heard  these  things, — 
wings  folded  crosswise,  arms  upon 
their  breasts,  breathing  the  rhythmic 
silences  of  adoration,  against  which 
beats  ceaselessly  the  noise  of  man's 
activity. 

Then  those  other  Angels,  whose 
high  office  it  is  to  bear  in  their  stain- 
less hands  up  to  God's  throne,  the 
prayers  and  offerings  of  men,  passed 
and  re-passed  swiftly  in  countless 
numbers;  and  though  many,  many 
of  those  prayers  shone  with  the  lam- 
bent light  of  faith  and  courage  and 
resignation  (all  so  dear  to  God)  ; 
yet  others  were  clamorous,  crying 
out  against  God's  wickedness,  or 
moaning  in  despair  why  things  so 
terrible  should  be.  And  the  watch- 
ing Angels  saw  and  heard  these 
things  also.  Then  they  counselled 
among  themselves,  perplexed   as  to 
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what  change  had  caused  these  spe- 
cial clamours;  wherein  were  things 
different  from  what  they  had  been 
before  ? 

God  heard  the  Angels  conferring 
and  sent  a  message  to  them:  "Men 
only  see  with  their  eyes,  and  hear 
with  their  ears,  and  touch  with  their 
hands.  The  tumult  and  horror  and 
agony  of  war  they  can  perceive ; 
they  have  yet  to  recognize  the  more 
deadly  horror  and  destruction  of 
their  cancerous  'peace,'  filled  with 
blasphemy  and  evil,  Satan's  pleas- 
ure ground,  where  souls  are  suffo- 
cated in  the  poisonous  gas  of  luxury 
and  bodily  ease  and  soft  comfort. 
St.  Michael  pierced  the  curtain  with 
his  lance,  and  now  men  see  at  last 
the  conflict  that  was  waging  all 
along." 

The  Angels  murmured,  under- 
standing God, — "May  victory  crown 
St.  Michael  and  his  hosts." 
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God  created  man  in  His  own  image, 
and  gave  him  the  Eden  of  his  soul 
to  dwell  in,  and  the  gift  of  eternal 
happiness.  God  also  gave  him  free- 
dom, for  without  freedom  man  could 
not  possess  either  his  happiness  or 
his  own  soul.  And  upon  this  free- 
dom, otherwise  complete,  God  placed 
one  bar  only; — the  contemplation  of 
evil  was  forbidden;  for  in  the  pres- 
ence of  evil  heaven  cannot  live,  and 
man  in  his  soul  consciousness  would 
die. 

Man  was  intended  to  contem- 
plate God  alone,  and  in  God  to  find 
all  knowledge.  But  through  the  sin 
of  disobedience,  which  is  the  spirit 
of  evil  incarnate,  man  lost  his  soul 
consciousness  and  so  his  Eden,  and 
was  driven  down  into  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  lower  personality,  thus 
making  of  himself  a  dual  creature, 
who  previously  had  been  unified  as 
the  image  of  God. 

Thus  came  strife  and  confusion 
upon  earth, — no  longer  a  garden 
producing  all  manner  of  beautiful 
flowers  and  fruits,  but  a  desert  to 
produce  thorns — and  sorrow  piled  on 
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sorrow,  and  at  the  end  death.  For 
man  having  made  the  cleavage  be- 
tween the  higher  consciousness  and 
the  lower,  had  to  experience  that 
cleavage  on  passing  from  one  condi- 
tion to  the  other,  with  the  horror 
upon  him  that  in  the  passage,  all 
personal  consciousness  might  forever 
be  lost. 

So  man  lives  in  two  worlds,  and 
is  happy  in  neither:  each  being  sep- 
arated from  the  other,  is,  in  his  con- 
sciousness, false;  and  he  finds  satis- 
faction nowhere, — always  a  hunger 
and  longing  which  he  strives  to  still 
by  a  perpetual  alternation,  fondly 
hoping  at  some  instant  of  transition 
to  grasp  them  both.  For  the  gaping 
wound  of  that  old  sin  still  separates 
our  hearts. 

That  which  was  caused  by  disobe- 
dience, can  only  be  overcome  by  obe- 
dience perfected.  Knot  by  knot,  with 
patient  effort  and  toil,  the  tangled 
skein  of  life  can  be  unravelled;  each 
man  in  and  for  himself  unwinding 
that  tiny  thread  which  represents  his 
portion  of  the  whole. 

And  the  great  Elder  Brothers,  as 
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merciful  exemplars,  have  shown  us 
how. 

Let  us  be  just  and  fair,  however. 
God  created  heaven  and  put  man 
in  it:  man  created  hell  and  put  him- 
self there:  and  God  ceaselessly  holds 
out  his  hand  to  lift  man  from  it; 
and  ceaselessly  labours  to  destroy 
that  place  of  horrors  man  has  made. 
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There  is  but  one  way  that  a  man 
shall  live,  and  it  is  this:  to  face 
the  circumstances  of  his  life,  what- 
ever they  may  mean  of  sorrow,  pain, 
or  renunciation,  and  in  the  midst  of 
them  courageously  and  cheerfully  to 
fulfil  his  duty  and  carve  out  his  des- 
tiny. Upon  the  footsteps  of  such  a 
man  the  angels  wait,  and  all  the  di- 
vine powers  of  the  universe  ac- 
knowledge his  commands.  When  a 
man  has  been  able  to  master  his 
own  heart,  and  at  the  behest  of  duty 
has  put  aside  that  which  is  dearest, 
that  man  has  conquered  the  world. 
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As  that  star  blazes  out  on  the  night 
sky,  so  should  your  life  shine  in  the 
material  world  about  you;  pointing 
the  way,  for  those  who  can  see  it,  to 
where  the  Christ  may  be  found. 
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Drop  all  this  anxious  turmoil ;  drop 
this  seeking  and  striving.  Fix  your 
eyes  on  me  and  be  at  peace. 

The  gift  of  the  heart  is  the  su- 
preme gift — the  gift  which  I  desire. 

Turn  from  the  lesser  things  which 
bewilder  and  distress  you  in  their 
multitude  and  complexity,  and  quiet 
your  mind  and  emotions  in  this  su- 
preme act  of  concentration, — in  this 
outpouring  of  love  in  whose  light  all 
life  shall  be  illumined. 

Life  is  simple  and  sweet,  O  be- 
loved child;  hold  fast  to  that  faith. 
Let  no  complexity  of  outer  things,  no 
suffering  of  the  heart,  turn  you  from 
this  faith.  At  times  you  have  real- 
ized this  in  much  fullness:  these 
times  will  come  again  if  you  make 
them  possible.  The  mind  turns  its 
spiral,  revolving  upon  itself,  as 
night  follows  day.  Accept  these 
changes  in  peaceful  trust,  as  part  of 
the  great  universal  plan  which 
evolves  to  higher  conditions;  as  part 
of  what  you  are.  Accept  circum- 
stances as  you  find  them.  Accept  the 
changing  moods  of  your  mind  and 
heart.     But    keep    yourself    still    in 
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them  all,  and  at  their  centre.  There, 
is  the  fountain  of  eternal  youth,  the 
spring  of  immortality,  and  life  and 
peace  forever.  You  must  feel  and 
know  and  express  them  all. 
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